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one, who after he has dar'd to have the 
Preſumption to diſcover his Paſſion, merits 
any Mercy, ſure I have the greateſt Pre- 
tence to a Pardon, ſince I am in Love 
with the faireſt and beſt of her-Sex ; par- 
don me then, Divine Silvi, if I diſco- 
| ver that ardent Flame that has poſſeſt my 
Heart, fince I beheld your Heavenly Form; ſince all the 
World muſt equally adore and love like me. If it were 
my happineſs to receive one kind I. ook ſrom the Beauteous 
Silvia, I ſhould be the moſt happy of all my Sex; but if 
on the contrary, I meet with that rigorous Diſdain I have 
hitherto, I ſhall have that Pride in Death itſelf, that I die 


wholly yours, the faithful and conſtant, 


B Octavio, 


TE LADIES MIiSCELLAYNY, 


To the Lov'd SiLVIA. 


Madan, ; 
oy NCE I have had the Happineſs of ſeeing you, T 


am ſurely as much Charm'd with your elegant Wit, 


as I was with your Angelick Face; and I think 1 


every Moment an Age 'till 1 have the like Happineſs, 
which is the utmoſt of my Wiſhes and Deſires, and 


the greateſt Bleſling I ſhould deſire of Heaven in this 


Life, is to enjoy your charming Converſation ; for all 
that I have is yours, and all my Actions have no other 
aim than ſolely to obey you; and I beg the fair Si to 
believe that ſhe is the beſt, moſt perfect, and only Miſtreſs 
of my Soul; if my deareſt Silvia would but favour me with 
a Letter from her fair Hands, how happy ſhould I be; 
and ſure, it the rigorous Si/via did hut know what a Hap- 
pineſs a Letter from her would give me, ſhe would at leaſt 
in pity grant it to an Enemy; but I am too long, and I 
tear troubleſome, but pity the Wound you gave, and da 
not kill the faithfulleſt of your Admirers, 


OcTavi1o,' 


— 


To the Charming SILVIA, 


Madam, 

TT almoſt kills me to think that all my paſt Services, 
tho' but ſmall in Compariſon of the Favour I aſk, 
cannot be bleſt with one Line from your fair Hands, 

and which adds more to my Unhappineſs is, that I 

cannot fee the Lovely Silvia this Day, becauſe of an 

uniucky Accident that has befall'n me, for Heaven's my 

Witneſs, how much rather, and how glad ſhould I be, 
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bove the reſt of her Sex; I can neither eat, drink, nor ſleep, 
without thinking on Silvia, and ſurely nothing can do me 
good, without your Divine ſelf, as my better Angel, be 
firſt Invoked, if my nnhappy Fate would permit me, there 
fhould not a Minute paſs, but I would ipend it in your 
Dear Company, whi perhaps would tire you, but would 
not him, who is never truly happy but when he is 
in it; and believe, faireſt S ]via, T only live with the 
hopes of ſeeing my all in all to Morrow, when I will lay 
at her Feet, her Beauty's Adorer, | pe 
OcTav1o. 


- AS. 


The Anſwer to OcTAvio, 


Six, 

Have received your Letters, which I take rather to be 

the Effect of your Gallantry, than any real Paſſion; 

ES. but if you Love me, as I have ſcarce the vanity to be- 

liere you do, when I am well fatished that what you write | 
proceeds not from a feigned Paſſion, you may have then 
perhaps no reaſon to Complain of the Rigour and Cruel- 


/ q ty of, 
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SILVIA. 1 


— 


To the Dew SILVIA, 


Deareſt Silvia, 


HE Happineſs which your Dear Letter has given 

me, is not able by my poor Pen to be Expreſt, and 

X has raiſed me out of that Deſpair which I was almoſt 

3 fallen into. I beg my Dear Silvia to believe, that I Love 
1 her to that degree, that no Mortal Thought is able to Com- 
s 4 prehend, or Eloquence to Expreſs it. My Life, my Soul, my 


3 all in all, do but Love, and how happy I ſhall be, the Hea- 
1 B 2 vens 


_— —— << a --- 
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vens are only able to Judge, ſince my whole Ambition is to 
live and dye in your Service; but I hope, I have no rea- 
Jon to doubt your Love, ſince I can ſoon make it appear, 
that I Love you with an unfeigned Affection, and more 
than any of your Heavenly Sex; and I would not preſerve i 


my Life, longer than I thought I could Love you, or be a- 


ble to ſerve my only Happineſs : 


to this, to ſettle me in that State of Joy, you have given 
me ſome Glimpſe to hope for, which will infinitely add to 


his Felicity, who. is, and will be his Dear $ 


:tvia's Eternally, 
OcTavio. 


"Pp 


The Anſwer to OcTavto. 


Sir, 


Received yours, and am infinitely obliged to ,you for | 
your Endearing Expreſſions. 


| py perſuade me to rebel againſt the Dictates of 


my Reaſon, and believe what you ſay; but as I know 


Pray ſend me an Anſwer 


My Inclinations would 


% 
- 


tis dangerous to believe what every one tells us, without 


* 
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being 
therefore 


be the weak 


SILVIA, 


My Deareft Soul, 


HE Grief an 


—_— — 


To SILVIA. 


ty of your Proteſtations, I may then 


3 


firſt very well ſatisfied of their good Intention; 
don me, Ofawvio if I cannot believe what you 
ſay, for I muſt not raſhly enter upon a thing whereon all 
my, Happineſs, or Unhappineſs in this Life depends; for 
I very welF know with what Artifices a great many of 

our Sex have deluded ours, therefore when I am better 
Eiticed of the Sinceri 


= 6. 
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d Uneaſineſs your unkind Diftrat 


5 
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has given me, has almoſt ended that wretched Life 
| already wounded with your Unkindgeſs, but ſince BY 
my Death comes from your fair Hands, I ſhall receive it 


without 


Tur . Mi1sSCELLANY. * 


without the' leaſt murmur ; yet I have this Comfort even 


from that tenderneſs he has always expreſt for his deareſt 
Sigi I wiſh you all the Happineſs and Proſperity in 
this Life, after I am Dead, and may you have a Lover, 
that you can put more Confidence in than the wretched, 


OcTavio.. 


. 3 —Y _—_— 


to in Death it ſelf, that I dye the moſt faithful, but moſt un- 
os fortunate of your Servants, which will inevitably ha 

ar, unleſs hindered by a kind Letter the next Poſt; Fam 
Fe ditruſted, and I know not what mark of Infidelity I have 
ve ever given my deareſt Silvia, for I call Heaven to wit- 
Aa- neſe, that I Love your dear ſelf, better than my whole 
er Life, and that I have no other perſuation to obtain your 
'en Heart, than a Heart that you already have truly faithful. 
to , Faireft Silvia, you are too unkind to diſtruſt one who has 
ly, noc, if I may be allowed to judge my ſelf, ever receded 


The Anſwer to OcTav1o. 
Sir, g 
OUR Melancholy Letter, hath at length, Dear 
Oda via, Extorted from me a Secret which I thought 

T could never have diſcover'd, that I Love like you, 
live then, Deareſt Ohga vio, for your Sifvia, and remember 
(if Silvia has any Power over you). *tis ſhe bids you Live; 
{pare my Bluſhes, that I ſay no more, but if your Heart is 
till the ſame, you will fiot hate S:/via, for this too free 
Diſcovery ; but if you are Changed, burn this, and never 


mention it any more, and if you are generous, . hide the 
* Weakneſs of the too Eaſy and Credulous, 


S 


3 To the Lovely SILVIA. 

= My Faireſt Silvia, 

5 — once diſobey your Orders, and 8 our 
ear Letter, for it would be the greateſt pi In- 


Juſtice . in the World, not to return my his Silvia 
B 3 


rat 

Life 4 | 
ince 
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out 
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thanks for her kind Letter; you cannot imagine how much 
Eaſe and Satisfaction it gave my poor diſturbed Heart 
who without it could not have lived long. I am happy 
beyond Imagination, who a little before, was at the brink 
of Deſpair; and like a-poor Wretch, having found out 
a Treature, ſtill ſeeks and Covets more, ſo I deſire my 
Deareſt by another Letter the next Poſt, to ſettle me in 
that State of Happineſs, which your Goodneſs has made 
me aſpire to: And I am ſo far from being Changed, that 
I Love my Deareſt much better for her Freedom, My all 
in all, don't looſe the Affection you have for me, which 1 
is my greateſt Pride and Ambition to be worthy of, and be 
aſſured, nothing ſhall ever raze that great Love I have 5 
for my better ſelf, and that I always will be the Unalter- 3 
able, | 4 

OcTav1o. ; 


The Anſwer to Oc avio, 

Sir, | 

T is with much regret, my Deareſt Octavio, that I 

ſend this unwelcome News to you. (at leaſt I have the 

Vanity to think fo). for I know not by what unlucky 
Chance my Father. hath heard of our Amour, and I am 
ordered to prepare with all Speed to go into the Country an 
Hundred Miles off to an Aunt of mine; 1 have only ſo 
much Time as my unkind Deſtiny has left me to advertiſe 
. You of it: And beg you to write to me every Poſt, which 
I will return the fame to you, if I ſhall not. be troubleſome, 
ſend me by this Meſſenger an Anfwer : And if you are not 
tired already of your too eaſy Conqueſt, be aſſured, 
that if you remain Conſtant, I never will be any thiag 
but your * 
SILVIA. 3 


Perhaps I may have an Opportunity.to ſee jeu before Iga., 
To 
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CLSPIRES WIERD D 


To SILVIA. 


My Deareſt Silvia, 
7 IS with the greateſt Confuſion in the World, that 
I hear of our unjuſt Separation, juſt in the Bloom 
3 of our Love; but be aſſured, that nothing (Kall 
ſeparate our Hearts, tho' Seas and Mountains were between 
us, for I love you to that degree, that neither Eloquence 
nor Love is able to give my Tongue Words, nor can my 
Pen expreſs as I ought. My deareſt Life, how much this 
'X unhappy Separation grieves me you cannot imagine; and 
certainly I never knew what it was to be miſerable till now. 
My All that Heaven can give, do but you remain conſtant, 
and you ſhall never have the leaſt Reaſon to doubt me ; for 
J. will not fail to write to you every Poſt, and pray let me 
have the like Happineſs ; for it will be the greateſt Comfort 
to me in this World, wanting your dear, dear Company, , 
to receive any thing that your tair Hand has touched ; and 
tho' we are ſo far ſeparated, yet you are, and always ſhawl 
be, ſole Miſtreſs of the Heart of your faithful, 


OcTavi1o. 


. ꝗñ—1ü— — 
_— 


* 


To Ocr Avio. 

Sir, 
Was extreamly troubled, that I was not at a Poſt Town. 
laſt Night, 1o that I could not have the happineſs of 
writing to my deareſt Octavio, according to my Promiſe ; 
we have had a pleaſant Journey hitherto. My deareſt 
8 Lite, I doubt it will not be worth your while to give Money 
for ſo ſmall a Satisfaction as this. My dear, pray let me 
ear from you as ſoon as you receive this; you know where 
to direct; my being ſo tired, I hope will excuſe my bad 
writing, tho” it is never good for much, but I hope my 


FO Leareſf will take the Will for the Deed, and always believe 


I hall be yours eternall-, 
To c SILVIA, 


Ta. 


—— 


To SILVIA.. 


' My deareſt Liſe, 

HEN I left ou with my Eyes fall and Heart 

| full, I could not help eaſing my ſelf by crying 
even in the Street, when at that. wretched time, 

with longing Eyes I ſaw the too haſty Horſes draw all 
that's dear to me in the World out of my ſight, till then 
J never thought my ſelf truly miſerable, I went to your 
Friend and mine Mrs. ----- - whom I found almoſt 
drowned in Tears as well as my ſelf; we mutually wept 
over one another, ſhe ſor the Loſs of a Friend, and I for 
the Loſs of hertha.'s dearer to me than my own Soul: 
She, my dear Friend, for fo I think I may call her fince 


'ſhe is yours, was very compaſtionate of my Micfortune, 


and ſtrove to comfort me all ſhe could ;, but alas! I then 
was, and am ſtill, comfortleſs, wanting my Soul's Delight. 


Oh! how unhappy is my Fate, to be fo far ſeparated by 


your too cruel Relations. I am almoſt mad, I lye awake 
whole Nights with my Brother ſleeping by me, inſenſible 
of. my miiery. Oh! my dear, in one of my mad fits, 


T think of coming down in a diſguiſe, and hiring my ſelf 


a Footman to your Father: But Oh! when J am in my 
Senſes again, I conſider that raſh thing would ruin us 
both; for my Aſſiduouſneſs to ſerve you would ſoon betray 
me, elſe I could debaſe my ſelf, and do any mean thing 
in the Family, ſo I could but fee you, I could go thro" 
any hard Work, as eaſy, looking upon you, an 
think what I was, or of whom I was born : Never was 
any one altered in two Days ſo as J am, every body takes 
Notice of it, but no body knows the true Cauje, but your 
Friend Mrs. When any one aſks me a Queſtion, 
J aniwer quite contrary : I am juſt moped, I fit with my 


Relations and Friends whole hours, and never ſpeak a 


Word. Dear Si/v/a, for the ſake of a dying Lover, 
find ſome Excuſe to come up to live here with your Couſin, 
for 


- 


never 
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for T know Love can invent many Excuſes ; if you love 
like me you will not refuſe it: I will not any longer ſuſtain 
that little Life, which a deſperate Ague and Fever has 
left me, than I can hear from you by the next Poſt, that 
you do deſign to come, which I ſhall take as the greateſt 
Mark of your Affection; but if you won't, tis not fit that 
I ſhould longer linger out this wretched Life, ſince he 
that was once moſt dear to you is forgotten: therefore 1 


## conjure you by all the Love that you ever had for me, and 


by the fafety of his Life, which wholly depends upon 


| your complying with, and obliging him that loves you 


etter than his own Soul, to come up: But alas ! I rave 


and talk of Impoſſibilities, yet without your Company, I 


certainly muſt tor ever be the moſt wretched and untor- 
tunate of all Lovers. | 
OoTavio. 


— 


| To OcTaAvio. 

My dear Octavio, 

O U will ſay it is too ſoon to think the time long, 

ſince I had the happineſs of ſeeing you laſt ; but al- 

ſure your ſelf I do; my heart akes when J look for- 
ward to that Age that is to come, before I ſhall be once 
more in your dear Arms. I got ſafe to my Journeys end, 
and I ſhall want nothing to compleat my Happineſs but 
your Company, which is all I deſire in this World, and 
were it in a Dungeon I could be contented with your dear 
ſelf. My deareft : You need not fear my long ſtay in this 
Place, for it will be a thing impoſſible to keep me long 
without my Heart, which I am ſure is always with you. 
Tho' I doubt rot but I have yours in return; that is not 
ſatisfaction enough for me, for I muſt and will be where 
my own 1s, run what hazard I may. I wiſh my Life more 
Pleaſure and Enoyment of the Summer, than I am like 
to have; there is ne'er a young Lady in the Village but 
has a Sweet-hea:t, and they are for helping me to one: 


1 could accept of their profer for my Diverſion, if my 


Averſion 


{ 
| 
| 
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Averfion for all Mankind, but your dear ſelf would let me. 
This will be a very long Letter, but I believe my Life 
will not be tired with reading of my Scroll: I have the 


vanity to think I need not deſire an Anſwer of you in this 


Letter, for I hope you will write without, Dear Ofawvio, 
J have fo much to ſay in this, that I cannot tell what to 
write firſt: And your dear ſelf takes up my Thoughts 
ſo intirely, that it puts all out of my Head, tho' you ſee 
J have writ ſo much Nonſenſe, that I. doubt it will try 


your Patience. My deareſt Octavio, I can't conclude with, 
this is all at preſent, for J have more a deal to ſay, but am 
obliged to let it alone for the next Poſt: And I hope J ſhall 
have a Letter from your dear Hand ; till then.I am, and 
will be yours for ever. TS 
SILVIA. 

Note, This Letter was ſent before Silvia receiv'd the laſt. 


— _ — 


The Anſcwer to Oc r Avlo's laſt Letter. 


My dear Octavio, 


annot imagine what I have done to make you ſend 
me-a Letter, that you knew would make me the moſt 

miſerable Creature in the World. I wonder you 
ſhould give way to your Paſſion ſo far, to make you and 


my ſelf ſo wretched: I thought you had been of a prouder 


Spirit, than to have the leaſt ſenſe of leaving your Friends 
to come and be my Father's Footman, as well as I know 
you love me, you would be glad to leave me, and go home 
again; tis impoſſible for me to find any excuſe, to leave ſo 
tender a Father, without incurring his Diſpleaſure, and ha- 


_ zarding the Loſs of my Reputation, who omits nothing 


that he thinks will be my Diverſion. If it will ſuit wit 
your Conveniency to come to me, I ſhould be very happy 

ou might Lodge ſecretly ar - - - - - within a Mile of our 
Houſe, where I ſhall have an Opportunity of ſeeing you 
every Day. It is impoſſible to think what trouble you 


put me in, When I read you had a Fever and an Agve. 
8 
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Y TRE LADIES MISCELLANY, It 
beg of you, for God's ſake, if you will not for mine; 


© and if you have the leaſt Love and Reſpect for me, not o 
ite trouble your ſelf, for I love you fo well, that I cannot be 
he at reſt, if you are any ways uneaſy. My dear Life, give 
us our ſelf all the Pleaſure and Satisfaction as is poſlible for 
„ou to have. I beg it as the greateſt Favour in the World, 
© that you would not refuſe me. My dear Octavia, if you 
. . don't ſend me word by the next Poſt, that your Ague is 


better, I ſhall certainly come away, and loſe my Father's 
"4 Lore, my Fortune, Reputation, and all which I hall 
'» eſteem as Trifles, to make my deareſt eaſy, ſince he will 
1 Hot be contented with a leſs dvard ; yet I ſhall rely all 
$ 4 Nupon my Dear's goodneſs, and beg that you would conſi- 
. der how you would like me without Friends or Money. 

My dear Life, get your ſelf well of the Ague,- and come 
io me as ſoon as you can. My Father is going to look at- 
. er his Eſtate in ------ for a Month, but upon a preten- 

4 ded illneſs, I have got leave to ſtay here behind, in hopes 


: that my Deareſt will ſoon come down to his moſt faithful, 
and ever conſtant, 
4 SILVIA, 
nd : 
oſt To SILVIA. 
ou Dear Silvia, 
nd 


HESE three tedious long Days, have I with long- 
0 ing expeCtation waited for another Letter from my 
by” ceareſt Life, which laſt Night I receiv'd. I hope 
ny ccareft will not fail to oblige one that Loves ſo paſſio- 
rately as I do, in fo ſmall a Requeſt as coming up; ſmall 


{0 el ſay, conſidering it is to fave his Life, which I have the 
na- vanity to think you have no ſmall regard for; and I beg 
n2 my deareſt would not think that it is her Fortune I Court. 
Wn I beg upon my Knees you would fo far condeſcend with 
Y 3 y Veſires as to come up, for I have enough to ſupport 
dur s both, ſince an unlucky Buſineſs does hinder me — 
0 oming down to you; as yet I never ſee your Father's 


1 Houſe, Which was late the Reũdence of all that's lovely 
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and agreeable in the World, but I let fall Rivers of Tears, 
Vour Abſence is ſo inſupportable to me, that my Grief 4 
will ſoon rid you of this trouble, and make me die a Sacri- 
fice to your Country Pleaſure, if you prefer it before the 
Safety of his that loves you ſo much ; but depend upon it, 

you never can be happy, when you have by your Unkind: 1 
neſs murdered me. My Fever and Ague which you men- 1 
tion in your laſt, T have fill, and will endeavour to hide -Þ 
it, till *tis paſt Cure, but if I am diſapoint d of Death by 

my Indiſpoſition, I will by ſome other deſperate means 
finiſh this wretched Life, When I am dead, which ſhall 

not be long, You then may have another Lover, whom | 
wiſh much more fortunate than I have been, and that 
you will not deny him ſo ſmall a Favour as I beg f 
you ; and if you love me not, and care not to ſave my 
Life, *tis fit I ſhould rid you of this troubleſome, deſpiſcd, 
forſaken Lover. You muft never expect to ſee me more, Y 55 
if you deny to come up; for that very hour I receive your 
denial, I will violently finiſh this wretched Life, fince I 
am ſure you cannot love me, and that I am foriaken ior 
{ome more happy Rival. I have conſidered your Argu- 
ments, and find them all light, when weighed with the 
Loſs of his Life, you once loved. The Loſs of your! 
Love, or ſome body more happy in it than my ſelf, 15 
cannot ſurvive, and ſo I muſt and will die, if you dont 
think it worth your while, without hazarding your own, ol A 
preſerve the Lite of the moſt wretched and unfortunate, ij 


OcTavio. il 


To Ocr Avio. 
My Deareſt, 

Thought it had been impoſſible for one that pretendc 4 
to love me, to write ſuch a Letter. Vou ſend me op | 
that you will ſoon rid me of this trouble, and will al 
a Sacrifice to my Country Pleaſure. You may depend a ol 
it, I ſhall think it no Fault of mine, if you give your {c. 
ſo much unneceſſary Concern for what is impoſfible for n 4 


ende 
word, 4 
ill de 
2nd 0 
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— to help: As for your keeping your Illneſs to your ſelf, I 


have taken care to let my Coulin - - - know of it, that 
ſhe with her perſwaſions may get ſome Remedy for you 
in time. I ſuppoſe mine will not prevail with you at pre- 


BT ſent. I thought you had more of the fear of God, t 

co ſend me word you would uſe deſperate means to rid me 
of a Wretch that is ſo troubleſome to me: I am ſorry to 
XZ chink I have beſtowed my Heart on one that is fo baſe, 
to uſe all means to make me the moſt miſerable Creature 


in the World; I did not think it had been in your Prin- 


© ciple to have uſed me fo, but now too laze I find it. Iam 


concern'd to think you ſhould have a miſtruſt of my Con- 


ſlancy; you may believe, if I deteſted you of all things 
in this World, I could never love another for your ſake ; 


If an Angel from Heaven had told me you would have 


uſed me ſo barbarouſly, I ſhould not have believed it, nor 


once had an ill thought of my dear OXawz, for fo I can- 
not help calling you, tho' you have been ſo unkind to me. 
If you will believe me, I have not flept, nor once had you 
out of my thoughts ſince I received your unkind Letter 
and I have been ſo melancholy, that the Family takes 
notice of it; I am fatisfied I ſhall not be otherways till I 
have a kinder Letter from him I Love and adore above all 
others, tho' you are ſo unnatural to her that is ſo indearing 
to you, and would for all your Unkindneſs hazard my 
Life, and all that I have in this World, did I think it 
would do you the leaſt kindneſs, or be any pleaſure to 
you, Deareſt Octavio, let me have a kinder Letter from 


vou by next Poſt, or elſe ſend me none, and that you know 
will break my heart at once. You have thoughts of a Ri- 


val here, and I am ſure I have the moſt occaſion to ſuſ- 


pect you in London; and what is more, you cry out firſt - 


to ſee how I will take it. I am ſorry my Letters cannot 
keep your heart a fortnight without ſeeing me; but I find 
a Weeks time 1s long enough, for you begin to ſlight me 
already. My deareſt Life, 1 I have writ too ſharp 
a Letter, and would ſweeten it if I had room, but my Pa- 


per is ſo ſhort, that I cannot expreſs my ſelf, nor I will not 


icnd you a Denial of my coming to Town; but if my 
| C Dear 


—_—  —— 
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Dear deſires it, it ſhall be impoſſible ſor any Conſideration 
to keep me, but I beg for God's ſake and mine you would 
have patience but one quarter of a Year longer, when we 
ſhall come to Town, and then my dear Angel ſhall enjoy 
her Company, which he moſt defires, and always believe 
that I am, and for ever will be, the never to be altered, 


SILVIA. 


P. S. Dear Octavio, don't ſail of writing to me for 1 
doubt I muſt beg a Letter, finding you grow tired 
already of your poor Silvia, that you are ſenſible loves 
you fo well, I could ſay ten times more to my Dear 

but 1 cannot tell boꝛu to wrap it up. 


Yours for ever. 


— — — th. RIES — 


— 


— P Stuvia. 
Madam, 


Received laſt Night a Letter from my unkind Dear, 
which has almoſt made me mad, and will ſoon put an 
end to this wretched Life, I now deſign to finiſh, ſince 

all that was moſt dear to me m this World, has denied the 
only; means to ſave it. 1 now intend to live no longer than 
Monday, that I can have an anſwer to this, and with it 
your laſt Reſolves; for I have provided a Pair of Piſtols loa- 
den with two Bullets each, to do ſo deſparate a Deed, they 
now lye ready charged in my Cloſet, which will in a few 
Days rid me -of all the Cares of this troubleſome World, 
and free me from the Torment of your Unkindneſs, and 
know that your next Letter to this commands my Fate of 
Life or Death; for I find it impoſſible for me to live 
without you. I give up a Life and Heart truly yours, 
without Spot or Blemiſh of any other Love, and let you ſee 
All other Misfortunes I can bear, but not your Unkindneſs. 
I wiſh you all the Happineſs in this World, and beg you 
not to ſhed one Tear after my Death, I freely forgive 
ou for this unkind Murther, Monday being the longeſt 
ay of my Life, Do not ſend me an Excuſe not to come, 


for 
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for that equally deſtroys me as well as your Denial; for I 
have confidered all things you can object, and find all too 
little, conſidering my Life lies at Stake ; therefore know 
my unkind Murdereſs, I can and will die, if you refuſe 


to come, for I am now at the height of Deſpair ; and 
when I am dead you will too late find how well I loved you. 
If you love me ſo well as you fay you do, it will be the 


greateſt Mark of your Affection and Charity to run fo 
great a Hazard, as you fay you ſhall if you come up ; but 


f you refuſe, you could never love, but all was a Pretence. 


My deareſt, this perhaps may be the laſt Letter Þ ever 


. 4 ſhall trouble you with, unleſs vou reſolve to come imme- 


diately, for a quarter of a Year is an Age to me. If you 
refuſe to come, I ſhall take my Death without the leaft 


2X Murmur, ſince you are the Author of it, and am proud. 


of dying the faithfulleſt (but leaſt believed and loved) of all. 


= from you at all, if it was pofſible. 
= 2 Le-:ter from my deareſt every Poſt, and when it comes 


Mankind, 


OcrAvIO. 


P. 8. Let your Anſwer be quick, and give me Liſe, ar cer- 


tain Death, and let me not linger on in this wretched 
Life, that's warfe than Death without your Company. 


«- 


3 — — 


. To Ocr Avio. 


My dar Octavio, 


Have juſt now receiv'd your unkind Letter, which has 
put me into ſuch a trembling, that I can ſcarce hold 
my Pen, or know what to write, I am extreamly 
troubled you ſhould be. ſo poſitive in fo defperate a Deſign. 
I wonder what I have done to be uſed fo at your Hands : 
You make me ten times worſe than if I never had heard 
I watch and long for 


it makes me the moſt wretched and uneafy Creature in 
the World ; I muſt and will come up to you, for it is im- 
poſſiole for me to live, if you ate any ways uncafy, I 


C 2 beg 
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beg for God's ſake, you would not do as you ſend me 
word, for if you do, you will not be only the damning or 
your own Soul, but mine too, I have not patience to read 
our Letter, without ſhedding abundance of Tears at your 
Unkindneſs to me. You ſay you love me ſo much, that 
you can't be without me: I am certain if you did, you 
would not make me ſo miſerable as you do. I doubt you 
can't read my Letter it is fo bad, for I can't ſee for 
crying, and am juſt diſtracted for your ſake ; if you have 
any Love and Reſpect, let me hear from you by the next 
' Poſt, and don't make me ſuffer more than I am able to 
bear; for if I undo my ſelf, I ſhall have the Happineſ; 

of being yours for ever, and will come the firſt Opportu- 
nity, which will be ſhortly ; till then, my deareit Liſe 
be eaſy, and don't write me ſuch Letters as you haare 
done hitherto, but let me have it to ſay, that I had one 


comfortable Letter from my dear Oqtawio; till then, ny f 
deareſt, believe 1 am, and always will be yours, 1 
. S1LIV Ia. 

f 3 
To SILVIA, | i 

Dear Silvia, 1 


Am ſorry my deareſt Life ſhould think I deſerre 
the Title of baſe and ungateful for deſiring her dear 
Company; if that be a fault I own I have in a great 
meaſure offended. Your laſt Letter has given me a ſhort i 

reſpite for my Life, but if you don't come up by the latter? 
end of next Weck, I will moſt aſſuredly do what I have 
deſigned ; they lye ready charged in my Cloſet. You ſay, 
my deareſt in your laſt, that you would hazard your 
Life, and all that you have in the World to do me Service; 
J do not deſire ſo extraordinary Marks of your Affection. 
If I did not love you to diſtraction, I would not give my 
ſelf ſo many uneaſy Hours when you are abſent, nor once 
deſire you in Town, if I had thoughts of any other Mi- 
ſtreſs. Why ſhould you delay coming to the longing 
Arms of him that adores you? My deareſt Angel, you b 

| were 
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TS were pieaſed to promiſe me upon your Word, thar you 


4 Wwould never deny me any thing that Modeſty would ſuffer, 


only beg this Favour, as the greateſt Bleſſing you can 
188 beitow : 
to him that honours and adores you. I am ſure, if my 
urgent Affairs did rot require my preſence here, you ſhould 
never once afk me to come to you, do ſend by the next Poſt 
your Promiſe to come, for that I can rely upon, and in my 
| 2x: you. ſhall find all the kind, indearing things that a 
Lover like me can invent: If I am Jealous, it is my Love 
that occaſions it, I being ſenſible that I do not in the leaſt 


9 


deſerve the meaneſ of your Thoughts, yet you ſhould me- - 


chinks, becauſe he loves you, fave his Life and make him 


happy who has not in his Thought, Word, or Deed ever 


offended you, but always had a more tender Regard 


for your Happineſs than his own Soul; neither would I 
deprive you of the Happineſs of the Country, if I could 
live without ſeeing you; for when [ ſee you, all my Care 
and Uneaſineſs fly from me and hide themſelves, as it were 
| % at the approach of ſome Angel, but when you are gone, 
they reaſſume their former Terror. You, like my — 
have Power of my. Life and Death, and if you oblige 
me by your ſpeedy coming up, you ſhall have always Po- 
wer over, and command the Life and Eſtate of the moit 


laichful and affectionate of all Mankind, 
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Ts Octavio; 


Received yours, dated the 22d. . which: I had the mit- 


; 1 Dear Octavio, 


5 


"x 4 . 
1 
1 


* 


1 


fortune to loſe; it has fallen into my Mother's Hands, 
bow fie will take it, I cannot tell; ſhe has not ſaid 
bk 7 y thing. Jam troubled my Dear ' ſhould uſe ſo many 
Proteſtations, „ ſuch moving Letters to make 
3 me 


1 
* 7 
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rant this, and your Will ſhall always be a Law 
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me loſe my Father's Love, hazard my Reputation, and all 


that a Maid ſhould value her ſelf upon; yet I ſhall have Y 


this Excuſe, that my ſoft tender Paſſion was the Occaſion 
of it, and the World will ſay, her only fault was, ſhe loved 
too well, When I come to Town, I doubt not but you 
will make me as eaſy as ever, and I ſhall be as well con- 


tented, and better, having you, than if I was Miſtreſs 4 


of the World. I will not mention any of the un- 


kind Expreſſions in your Letters; but you may aſſure 


your ſelf, I ſhall not forget in haſt the many uneaſy Hours 


they have given mo; but you may eaſily obtain Pardon 


for all, of your too kind, and too loving, 
SILVIA. 


Dear Octavio, I am yours, and will be yours eternally, 


— — 
a _ LA * ” —_ 2 * —— 


To SILVIA, 


OU cannot imagine, my Deareſt Soul, what Joy 
and Satisfaction your Dear Letter gave me, nor how 
much you have obliged him, whoſe Life is wholly 
devoted to your Service ; Do but my Deareft Life perfilt 
in your Reſolution to come, and I ſhall never defire any 
other Happineſs of Heaven or you, than to have you in 


theſe longing Arms, ſo as never to part till Death, and if 


it is poſſible for the Dead to have a Senſe of Love, I 


Hall certainly Love you to Eternity, for this fo kind Com- 
pliance to my Deſires. But when J conſider what an Age 


it is before I ſhall Enoy your precious Company, it dead- 
ens the Joy I conceived at your promiſe to come. I am 
ſorry your Father and Mother have diſcovered our mutual 
Paſſion, becauſe I am afraid it will be the worſe for my 


Deareſt Angel; yet ſure if they had ever felt that ſoft tho' i 


cruel Paſſion Love, or ever Loved, or even had any 


Humanity, they would pity a I. over's Misfortune, and | 


not keep the only Support of my Life and Happineſs from 
the Arms of him who Loves to Diſtraction, ſuch an Age, 


When 
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when even a Moment to me is like a Vear to indifferent 
Lovers: But as it is the Nature of frail Man, never 
truly to value Heavens Bleſſings till they are deprived of 
'em, ſo I, tho' I valued you as much as poſſible, for one 
who Loves the moit of his Sex, yet I did not, nor could 
I Love you ſo well as you deſerve. How much do I re- 
pent, that I ever gave you an uneaſy Moment when you 
were here, you that are ſo good and ſo kind to him, whoſe 
whole is not worth a Moment of your uneaſineſs, but as 
a poor Criminal, who is found Guilty by his own Contfeſ- 
ſion, I ſtand trembling to receive my Sentence; any 
thing but your not coming to Town, I can bear, but ! 
can't Live if I am deprived of ſeeing my only Comtort 
in this World; My deareſt Angel, come as ſoon as poſ- 
fible, if you Value and would preſerve his Life, who 
loves and values yours ſo much. I have not been well 
theſe two or three Days, having been troubled with ſuch 
Palpitations of the Heart, that my Uneaſineſs and Griefs 
had almoſt over- powered me, and I believe I ſhould have 
had a Fit of Sickneſs if your kind Letter had not preven- 
ted it. I live only with the Hopes of being quickly made 
Happy in your dear Company, which will ſufficiently re- 
compence all the Uneafineſs I have had, you are the firſt 
in my Thoughts when I wake, and the laſt when I ſleep, 
there is not a Night fince you have been gone, but I 
Dream I have my Deareſt in my Arms, but when 
I wake, your Dear Image is fled, and I am left to bewail 
my wretched Fate alone; then I could wiſh to fleep al- 
ways, that I might continually have you in my Imagina- 
tion, whom J fo much long for in rea}lity. If my Dear: 
reit has had any uneaſy Hours, think how many I have 
had I having but one eaſy Minute ſince you went, 
which was fince I received your laſt, I neither eat, drink 
nor ſleep, with any Satisfaction, but all Things and Peo- 
le are odious to me, wanting your Dear Company; I 
g of you to let me know in your next, on what Day 
— intend to come, that I may know the tedious Hours, 
fore J ſhall be the Happieſt of all Mankind, in my 
Deareſt Sifvia's Company, 
Ocr Avio. 


20 THE LADIES MiscCELLANY. 


79 Ocr Avro. 


Sent my Dear word in my laſt, that I had loſt my 
Letter, and I thought it would light in my Mother's 

_ Hands, and as I taid ſo it happened, for when I had 
writ the laſt you received, I gave it to the Maid, whom 
I always uſed to truſt to carry it to the Poſt, and ſhe 
going Innocently to ſee for my Father's Letters, he aſked 
her if ſhe had any from me, which ſhe denied a great 
while, but with many Threats and Intreaties, he prevailed 
upon her to tell him ſhe had, then he ordered that it 
might be given him immediately, which when they had 
botii looked into, they Sealed it up and ſending it a- 
way, call'd for me. It is impoſſible to expreſs the trem- 
bling that ſeized me in that Moment, my Mother aſked 
me how I dared hold a Correſpondence. with any Man, 
without firſt aſking my Father's and her Conſent. I was 
like one ſtruck Dumb, and knew not what to ſay in 
my own Vindication, they told me, they would iecure 
me, that I ſhould neither ſend nor receive any more Lęt- 
ters, but I have a Plot, I hope, will-countermine theirs ; 
J haye, the ſhort time I have been here Contracted an In- 
timate Friendſhip with a Gentlewoman in this Place, who 
has promiſed to aſſiſt me in, this: Affair; therefore I 
deſire my Dear OXawis, would direct all his Letters to 
Mrs. - - - - - - under Cover, for me; Dear O#aw, I beg 
if ever you had any Love for me, you would diſcharge 
thoſe fatal Piſtols you have terrified me with in ſuch a 
manner, and Swear to me in your next that you have 
done it; my Deareſt, don't fail of obliging me in this one 
Point, and let me hear that yon have removed all my 
Fears in that Thing that makes me ſo uneaſy, that [ 
have no reſt Day nor Night. I hope you are preſerv d 
for a better Fate with me: I hope to be with you in a 
75 ſhort 
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ſhort time, and make my ſelf and you amends for all our 


trouble; I am and will be yours eternally, 


bl 


SILVIA. 


| Note, Octavio received both theſe Letters together by one 


Poſt, which I thaught fit to Inſert, juſt as they came 
to his Hands. 


To OcTAvIo, 


7 I'S impoſſible for me ever to pretend to make my 

Deareit Life amends for his kind and obliging 

Letter, and as much impoſnble for you to th 
how Compleatly happy I was in the moment I read it; 
had you the Senſe of it, or the Diſquiet and Uneaſineſs tha: 
your laſt but one gave me, you would never ſend me any 
but ſuch as your laſt; My Dear Octavio, I am highly o- 
bliged to you for your laſt favour, my not being uſed to it, 
makes me take it the more kind from your Hands; don't 
let me brag too ſoon cf your Goodneſs, but let me have al- 
ways ſuch Letters. I am glad to hear my Love is better, and 
I beg if you value me, as I doubt not but you do, you 
would keep your ſelf ſo, and not fret nor teaze your ſelf 


abbut me, but depend upon it, I will come to Town as 


ſoon as I can poſlibly ſind out an Excuſe, which I hope, 
will not be a Fortnight firt ; but if the worſt comes to 
the worſt, I will come without one, and hazard my Life, 
and all that ought to be dear to me, to make my Dearelt 
OXavio eaſy; Tam very much afraid that now we are 
diſcovered, I ſhall find no Excuſe nor Argument ſtrong 
enough, to keep my Father from carrying me along with 
him to but if he does, we ſhall ſtay but two 
Days, beſides going and coming; my Dear ſhall 
know more of his Mind in my next Letter, or whether 
I can prevail to ſtay behind or not; but if, I do go, I 
hope you have more wit than to make your felt — 

eaſy 
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| uneaſy at it: I am not extreamly well at this time, but 4 
| doubt not of Sleep, now you have been ſo good to ſeni{ 
me ſo r a Letter. I have had little ar no Reſt 


E | never name them any more, if you give me no Occaſion ; 
faithful Silvia in your Arms in a little time, yours 


Eternally, 6 
- ILVIA, 
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To SILVIA.. 


Received my Deareſt Life's Letter Yeſterday, and am 


| own Soul. I ſuppoſe, my Deareſt Angel, that moſt of | 
I receiv'd ; yet I am very much obliged to them, that they # 


the World, if I had not a Letter every Poſt. My Deir 
] | Charming Angel, there is nothing you aſk, tho' it were 
| the hardeſt thing in the World, but I would ſurmount 
L all Difficulties to accompliſh 3; I have D:icharged the 
| Piſtols, but TI can and will ſoon Charge them again, if 
| you Ray a Day longer than the Fortnight, you promiſed X 
me in your laſt, I ſhall moſt aſſuredly do what 1 had be- 


than a tedious lingring Life when you are abſent. I would 
not for all the World, endure ſo much Uneafineſs and 
1 Grief as I have done hitherto ; the tireſome Nights, tedi- 
3 ous Days, and uneafy Hours that J have ſuffered ſince 
| | you went are innumerable ; and I reckon every Moment 
ö an Age till I ſee you, if your Father and Mother could 


17 


theſe three or four Nights, your others have made me ſo 
uneaſy, but this has made amends for all, and I will! 


and I queſtion not, but you will have your conſtant and 


not at all uneaſy that your Father has found out the 

Love I have for my Deareſt Soul, I take a Pride, 
and it is my greateſt Glory to be beloved of you, who are 
far Dearer to me than ail the World; nay even than my 
our Letters have had the fame Fate, as the laſt but one 1 


ſent it, for I ſhould be the moſt miſerable Creature in 


fore determined; for Death will be more pleaſant to me 4 


comprehend the Torments I feel, they would let you in- 
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mediately come to me, But oh ! that's a Happineſs too 


great for unfortunate me fo expect, I hope my only Com- 


tort does not ſooth up my Miſeries, when ſhe does not 
deſign to come, for that will be very barbarous to give 
me a lingring Death ; but tell me that you won't come, 
and that you know will kill me at once; you would not 
ſure have delayed Swearing to me, that you would come 


in a Fortnight, as you promited, if you really deſigned it. 


It has given me a great deal of uneafineſs, which I hope 


my only Joy will in her Anſwer Cure. You ſeem in alle. 
= your Letters defirous to ſtay, I am ſure I defire your dear 
Company above all the World, and am very much trou- 
© bled that you ſhould not deſire mine, or ſhould once de- 
X ſire to ſtay, when it makes me ſo uneaſy ; your Argu- 
i ments are all very groundleſs, conſidering that you fly 
not from a Father, but to find a Huſband ; by which 
= your Virtue will not ſuffer, fince you come on hono- 
able Terms, which Heaven is my witneſs, was al- 


X ways my Deſign, and as for Fortune with you, I value it 
not. Oh! my only Happineſs, how do I envy the meaneſt 


Perſon in your Father's Family, who can daily look upon 


WJ chat Heaven of Happineſs, I have loſt Sight of; and How 


little perhaps do they regard thoſe precious Minutes I would 
give all the World for; yet ſure, it is impoſſible for any 


Body to ſee you, but they muſt adore you, if they are 
not Stocks and Stones, or Inſenſible of that ſoft tormenting 
Paſſion, but they never can Love to that Height of Di- 
ſtraction like me. Dear Sifvia, I live only with the 
Hopes of being in a ſhort tune the moſt Bleſſed, and moſt 
Happy of all my Sex, 


OcTAvI1o. 


To Octavno. 


Have this moment received a Letter from my Deareſt 
Life, and am extreamly pleaſed that you have done 
what I fo deſired ; you fay if I don't come, you will 


Charge them again, but if you ſend me any more Let- 


ders 
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ters with that Reſolution, I will never forgive it, but I 
hope, I ſhall give my Deareſt no Occaſion, for you may Wl 
depend on my coming the firſt Opportunity; I wonder 
my Soul ſhould think I don't deſire his Dear Company, 
when you are all the Comfort I have in this World, there 
being nothing I value in it but my Deareſt Ocuavio; il 
but you cannot blame me, if I uſe a little Thought be- 
fore I enter into ſo Precipitate an Enterprize, as leaving | 
my Father's Houſe, and hazarding my own Reputation, 
to come to a Man who is not my Huſband. Send me all 
the News you can, but the beſt you can ſend me is, that 
you Love me, and I am ſure there is no Love loſt, be- 
tween my Dear OXavio and his Silvia; You have not, 
nor ever will make any Body ſo happy in your Love, 
as your Dear | 1 

SILVIA, 


To SILVIA. 


O W can my Deareſt Life, for you are ſtill Dearez 
to me than my own Soul, tho' you have uſed me 
ſo barbarouſly, expect Satisfaction in my Letter, 
when in yours you do not take Notice of one thing! 
have defired ? I hope it is not a wilful neglect of him, 
who if he knew there was a lighting thought of you in 
his Heart, would open it and let it out; ſure you would 
not have by your neglect refuſed to Swear to me, that you 
would come in the Fortnight you promiſed me, does not 
my Dear Life think it is Miſery enough for me to 
want your Company ten Days longer; what have I done 
to be ſoothed up in my Miſery, when you by your Letter 
promiſed me to come, yet by two or three fince refuſed 
to Swear it to me; Did 'I ever think your Dear ſelf would 
have deccived me thus, why did you not let me dye before 
when I was reſolved, and then I had not known ſuch a 
long time of uneaſineſs, ſince it is very barbarous to pro- 
long my Miſery, when your Letter would have ended = . 
WICTCIICU Þ 
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wretched Life, by telling me poſitively you would not 
come, it had been much more kind to have done ſo, than 
to make me believe you would come, when you never de- 


sgned it; I will now dye, and for that purpoſe have 


- 4 Charged my Piſtols again, and your Anſwer to this, ſhall 
Moe hardly able to keep me from that Death, I both ſeek 


and deſire; I will bleſs you with my laſt Breath, and 
A heartily * all your Unkindneſſes, particularly this 
hich has killed me, Live and be happy, when I am in 
the Cold Grave; I wiſh it you, tho' you have deprived 
me of all Happineſs here, or hereafter; I will beg of the 
World, not to reflect upon you for my untimely End, 
and I hope God will not require my Blood at your 


©, FE Hands: Unkind Cruel Maid, to uſe one ſo inhumanely, 


who has ſuch a Love for you, that he would Sa- 
A crifice his Life and Fortune to do you good; if your Love 
to the Country, out weighs your Love to me, I am very” 
= miſerable, and defire not to Live, but will quickly 
male room for another more Fortunate Lover, and you 

may tell him when he revenges me, what an unfortunate 
taithful Heart you broke, and how happy you might have 


re: made me and your ſelf; you may go where you pleaſe 
me when I am Dead, without having any more of my trou- 
ter, bleſome Letters to hinder your Country Diverſions ; but 
> ] chat Moment I hear you go to that Moment ſhalt 
in, if be my laſt, for you cannot think I am ſuch a Fool, 
1 in Das to Imagine it is poſſible for you to ſtay ſo little 
uld as two Days; I always thought my ſelf an Ideot, 
you and indeed my Dear uſes me as one, to think I cannot 
not ce the bottom of your deſire to go farther off, that you 
to may be the more ſeldom troubled with my Importunities ta 
lone leave the Country, ſo contrary to your Inclinations. IL 
tter BY plead not your Oaths and Vows as a tye upon you, but 
1ſed i your Love, if ever you had any; I ſhould not dare to 
duld BY have queſtioned it, had not you given me lately fo lit- 
fore tle Signs of it in denying ; nay worſe in promiſing ta 
ch a to come, when you never Jeſipn'd it. But why, foolith Mad- 
pro- man, didſt thou think all Women were not alike, falſe 
this and inconſtant, or why could thou think, one who 
hed D excel 
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excels all her Sex in Bodily Endowments, ſhould not 
at leaſt partake of their univerſal Deceit and Inconſtan- 
cy 3 you have almoſt perfected your Barbarity, and 
Jam almoſt Diſtracted ; but meet me in the other World, 


where we will be Happy, tho' we can't in this, if you 
Love me, you'll follew, if not, my Ghoſt ſhall wait read 
to embrace your Dear Shade when you dye a natural 


Death; for I am reſolved not to live, if you ſtay a Day 
beyond the Fortnight you promiſed; but you do not now 
regard my Life, nor think it worth preſerving, ſo I do not 
expect you will ſave it; I am both prepared and reſolved 
to dye, you may think this Letter unkind, but remember, 
J neither call you Baſe nor Ungrateful, as you did the 
molt wretched and miſerable, 


OcTavr1o. 


„ 


To OcTAvI1o. 


Confeſs, I have had a great many ungrateful and di- 
obliging Letters, from one that of all Mankind I the 


former; I have hitherto given my ſelf a deal of trouble 


and uneaſineſs about them, which I find is to no purpoſe, 
for you {till continue in your deſperate Reſolution ; you |} 


leaſt deſerved them, but your laſt exceeded all the 


do very well to adviſe me to follow you, and be aſſured 1 


will take your Advice, for that Moment I hear you have 
uſed any Violence to your ſelf, by all that is Good and 
Sacred, by all the Powers above, and as ſure as there 


is a God to puniſh you, I will not Live a Moment after 1 
hear any thing of it, or you once mils writing to me; 
don't think to flatter your ſelf with the Thoughts of le- 
ving me behind to ſuffer, and to be reflected on by your 
Relations, and the reſt of the World, but know, that 1 
have a River as near me, as your Piſtols are to you; I 
have as brave a Heart to dye as you, and my Reſo- 
Jution is as firm; I find now all Love muſt be laid afide, 


and I will never mention it more till you have firſt, nor 3 


ever ö 4 A. 
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ever give my ſelf any more trouble, for I know how to 
X relieve myſelf ; I am fixed as firm as it is pollible for any 
Woman to be, and I hope ſhall not miſs my aim. I 
= ſuppoſe this will find but an indifferent reception, as your 
laſt did with me; you ſay this may never come to your 
Hands, but if it don't, I ſhall not be troubled in that 
Point, nor do I value who ſees it, for it ſhall be impoſſi- 
ble for any body to prevent my Reſolution ; you tax me of 
having another Lover, but be aſſured, I never will for 
pour ſake, I have had too much trouble with you ever to 
Love again; you that could Inſinuate your ſelf into my 
Heart, and then uſe it in ſuch a cruel and barbarous man- 
ner; how many fair Promiſes did you make me, how 
many Vows have you made, that you would uſe me kindly, 
but now you have forgot all this, and I fear will never 
think of it more. Fool that I was, to truſt my Heart with 
— TX ſo ſmall a Guard at the time when you beſieged it; be- 
fore it had always been unconquered, tho” more Impor- 
tunities have been uſed, and was always free till your 
2 bewitching Tongue made it otherwiſe ; I think hitherto, 
di. I have writ you the kindeſt Letters that my Thoughts or 
the Mind could Invent, but all that mult be laid aſide now, 
the and I muſt never hope to be Happy in my Deareſt Oæa- 
able vio's Love, yet I ſhall to the laſt Moment count you Dear 
oſe, to me, and if I dye, it will be with a Heart intirely yours, 
you | 6 and never ſhall be any body's elſe whilſt I am, 


ive 4 SILVIA, 
an I 

here f P. 8. I am extreamly Concerned I muſt write you ſuch a 
er I Letter, but J beg, if ever you had any Love for me, 
me ; you world preſerve your Life, that is Dearer to me 
lea- then all the World, and believe that I Love you bet- 
your ter than my own Soul; <rhat avould you have 
at I me do ? I beg you to conſider what a riſue J 
12 1 * fall run; but I find you zwnld rather have me in 
.clo- London if I wnderwent all Difficulties, fo that 


you could have your Will, and the Satis/afion of 
feerng me. You muſt needs think your Ab/ence is as 
D 2 much 
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much Pain to me as it is to you, but <ve muſt . 
pleaſe our ſelves. All that I can jay is, Dear Octaviz 
be Contented, and Love me as cvell as I do vn, 
and we ſhall be Happy; I beg you to preſerve a Li 
that is Dearer to me than my own, and belicoe I an, AY 
and akways will be your 1 


SILVIA. 


2 r 
4 * 
„* n 


To SILVIA, A 


Y Deareſt Love has ſent the only thing that could 
M have ſhock'd my Soul, or made me longer bear 

this wretched Life, for J cannot draw my Dear's 
Ruin with my own, that Thought terrifies me, and al- 
moſt makes me Dead, for fear ſhe ſhould do any thing 
to hurt her ſelf. No, Live my Deareſt Soul, thou grea- Þ 
teſt Bleſſing &er conferred upon an undeſerving Wretc|, 
like me, thou Deareſt Partner of all my Fortunes, Lire 
and be Happy in the moſt Faithful and Conſtant of all 
Mankind; I could almoſt kill my ſelf, for being ſuch a 
Wretch to give her, that is the only Joy of my Soul, 2 
and Dearer to me than all the World, ſo much Uneaſfinefs; * 
take me then to your Arms, and no longer be angry with 
him who. is truly Penitent, for ſo heinous an Offence, an! 
ſend me ſome Comfort by your next, for my Heart i: 
almoſt ready to break, and my Uneaſineſs is more than 
I am able to bear; I believe it will kill me ſoon, and no: 
give me the trouble to uſe any deſperate Means, but IU 
preſerve my Life, in hopes of being in my Deareſt's Arms 
in ten Days time at farcheſt. Think what a Torture 4 
and Rack in my Mind I bear, and fend me the oa Y 
Comfort that can Cure it, which is that you will Swe: 
as you have done in your laſt, tho' upon another account, 
that nothing ſhall hinder your coming at ten Days time ; 
think upon the Tears, the tedious Days and wakef 
Nights that I have ſpent, and ſhall till you come: And 
pity an almoſt Diſtracted Lover's Misfortune, for the ſabe Ol 
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of our Innocent Loves paſt, and by all our future Hopes, 
1 Conjure you to come up to me, if you think to pre- 
ſerve my Life, I would not defire my Dearelt's Preſence, 


and her dear Company, if I could any ways be Happy, 


or Live without it. Oh !- thou Deareſt Comfort, thou on- 
ly Happineſs or Bleſſing I deſire of kind Heaven to give, 
if I have but you, I can never be miſerable, you are the 
only Defire of my Soul ; hear me juſt Heaven, I neither 
deiire Riches, Power, nor Honour, give me but my Dear 
Sils ia, and a ſmall Competency ſo as but to Live meanly 
with my Deareſt, I ſhould be happier than to. be Mo- 
narch of the whole Univerſe without her; thou Deareſt 
and beſt of thy Sex, thou more than Angel in a Woman's 
Form, grant me but my Deſires, and you make me yours 
for ever: Thou all Nature's Perfection in one piece, 
think. what uneaſineſs my Soul bears without thee, wa 


No Tongue my Pleaſure, nor my Pain can tell, 
"Tis Heaven to hade thee,. but without tbee Hell. 


Thou all that is lovely or deſirable in Nature, I wiil 
not tell you what Anſwer J deſire to this, but let your. 
Love ſuggeſt what will make me the moſt eaſy of all Man- 
kind, and what a faithful Love like mine deſerves; thou 
moſt kind, moſt good, and moſt merciful of thy Scx, 
Pil for ever praiſe your Goodneſs, if you Condeſcend to 
Compleat my Joys in performing what I have defired ; 
| will not repeat it again, but in your next, I expect to be 
the moſt happy or moſt wretched of my Sex; if I am 
made happy, you ſhall not in the whole Courſe of aur 
Lives have one thing to make you uneaſy, nor one Thought 
of Care, but what, if I can, I'll very readily redreſs, it ! 
can't, [I'll equally bear part. with her, that is ten thou-- 
ſand times Dearer to me, than my own Life, and that 
our whole Lives ſhall be one Continued Scene of Fran- 
quility, no Jarring Diſcord, or Jealouſy ſhall be between 
us, but every Day ſhall bring forth freſh Fuel to our 
I.cvez, which will be always Blooming, when our 
Hadies are joined together, 5 our Minds and Hearts already 
| 3 | are 
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are Inſeperable; thou Patern of thy Sex, and only Mode! 
for the reſt of Woman-kind to follow and admire thy | 
ſhining Virtues; I cannot ſufficiently Praiſe and Exto! * 
thy Excellencies, if I had Homer's Eloquence, YVirgi/'s 
Stile, and Owid's Art of Love, all that is poſſible for 
Mortal Man to Invent, will much fall ſno-t of thy Good- 
neſs, if you can pardon my unkind Letters, for I was 
then Mad and knew not what I did, I am not much bet- 
ter now, but expect to be made happy and eaſy in 
your next, and believe, I ſhall be the moſt grateful and 
thankful Creature in the World, and will, by my kind 
Endearing Letters, perfectly force you to come to thele 
longing Arms, by the kind Expreſſions of my Love. 
I it is contrary to your Inclinations, I beg my Dear 
.ceft Angel would not do any harm to her ſelf, if n | | 


Poſt ſhould fail coming, but believe, it ſhall not be my 
neglect, you would ſurely make a great deal more hafte 
to my longing Arms, if you knew what Uneaſineſs and 
Grief your Abſence gives me, it is impoſſible for Tongue 
to expreſs my Miſery without you, and you alone 
can give me Comfort; thou lovelieſt of all thy Sex, 
my better ſelf, you only can revive my almoſt departed 
Life, and call me back again to that State of Happiness 
you have deprived me of by your Abſence ; If I have 
any Power over my Love, I would now uſe it, and never 
after again defire it; thou. Man's Idol, and Woman? 
Envy, do but Condeſcend to my Requeſt,, and I'll Love 
you ſo well, Þ'll even adore you, do but Swear to come 
in ten Days time, and you'll make me the moſt happy and 
Þleſt of all Man-kind, 4 


<OcTaAvio. 


S. S. I muſt tell my Deareſt, ſhe has uſed me a little ul 
unkindly in her laſt, if JI had been the falſeſt Mar * 
that ever breathed, you could not have uſed more ur. 
hind Expreffions,, but I own I deſerve it, and I 
fand to receive my Puniſhment whether Life o 
Death, but as I know I have a kind and merciſil 
Fudge; I doubt not but ſhe will preſerve my 25 [ 
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by her Swearing to come in leſs than Ten Days ; or 
if Death, by her Refuſal, I fland prepared and 
ready for my Execution, and once more, thou BIN 


JD 


fed Angel, | 
A d ictt. 
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To OcTav1o. 


Have juſt now received my dear OZaw's kind Letter, 
which is more acceptable to me than you can imagine, 
I will not make my Deareſt uneaſy about my going 
for I promiſe you I will not go, I have beg'd 
hard to ſtay behind, but I am oblig'd to go to- 
next Monday ; for my Mother, and all our Family is 
going, which being nearer to you than -I have choſe 
it. I hope my Dear will not be uneaſy at that, for it will 
be impoſſible for me to pretend to ſtay here by my ſelf, 
tho' I am twenty Miles nearer yau now than I ſhall be ; 
but depend upon it, I ſhall not ſtay a day longer, becauſe 
of this from my dear Octavio; I would not have you 
write till you hear from me. My Soul, be eaſy, and you 
ſhall ſee your Silvia in a ſhorter time than you imagine; 
till then, have patience, and believe I love you better 
than all the World, and ever will; and I live only with 
the Hopes of being Happy with your dear Self, and all 
theſe unealy Moments that we have now, will ſerve us to 
talk of when we come together: All that I have to 
deſire, is, that you would make your ſelf as eaſy as I 
could wiſh you, and then, I am ſure, you would be the 
happieſt Man in the World, and I ſhould be the 
ieſt Woman, if you would always ſend me ſuch kind 
etters; not that I want them to keep up my Love, 
for if you never was to ſend to me more, I ſhould al- 
ways Love you as dear as my own Soul. My Dear, 
don't *do your ſelf any Miſchief, I know that you have 
Senſe and Religion enaugh to abhor any ſuch Action, and 
therefore — all this, and live for her that is, and al- 
ways will be yours faithfully and conſtantly, whilſt 
SILVIA. 
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To OcTaAvi1o. 


Have thought it long, that I have not had the Happi- 


neſs neither of writing nor hearing from you ; but | 
hope you will not fail of ſending to me by the next 


Poſt. I rid on Horſe-back from - - - - - hither, and am 


ſo tired, I can ſcarce hold my Pen, but ſhall be never 
tired ſo, as to miſs writing to my dear Odavio; your laſt 
Letter made me fo happy, and fo eaſy, that I was not like 
the ſame, Oh! how I ſhould be obliged to my Love, 
if he would always write to me in that Stile ; but indeed, 
J ſhould be too Happy and Bleſt. I have read your dear 


I. ines over ſo often, that J have them by heart. I beg you 


to believe, that I am fo intirely yours, that it is impoſlible 


for me to have the leaſt Thought of any body elſe. I am 


much afraid, that I cannot have ſo good an opportunity 


of ſending as I had at wanting my good Friend 
Mrs. - - -- -- who was moſt faithful to me; I beg you 
will excuſe my ſhort Letter, but you ſhall have a longer 


next, from her that is yours for ever. 
| SILVIA. 


_— » = — * 2 


"Tg SILVIA. 


-- 


Have now receiv'd to Letters from my Cruel Dear, and 


find that you never intend to come near me any more; 
for ſure, if you did, you would not now have gone fur- 
ther from me; but Fortune will never have done making 
me her Sport, and Tormenting me. How joyful now will 
J part with, this wretched Life, ſince by your going far- 


ther, and denying to Swear, that you would come as you 


faithfully promiſed me, I receive the fatal Wound. I will 
not once Curie. my Fate, fince you, as the-greateſt "Token 


of 
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of your Love give me my Death. Farewel, my Dem eſt, I 
mult never ſee you more; I thought my Heart was ſo 
heavy at parting, that it would be a long and eternal 
Farewel. I could dye with all the Satisfaction imagina- 
ble, if I might with my dying Arms imbrace all that is 
moſt dear to me in the World; tho” you have been to 
barbarous to me, methinks you ſhould, if all Compaſſion 
is not baniſhed from your Nature, feel the Sufferings of 
your poor Octavio, and have a Senſe of his Misfor- 
tunes; and think I never ſhall be cafy, till I have a 
Letter that will bring ſom? Happineſs with it; and tie 
greateſt Joy I can expect, is, that you will not exceed 
your Promiſe, by all the Powers above, and whoſe Ven- 
geance you pray, if you falſiſie it; but no, I muſt not ex- 
pect that you will be ſo kind, for now it is a Delight to 
you to make me Miſerable, tho' once you rejoyced to tec 
me Happy, by all our future Hopes or innocent Loves and 
En'oyments paſſed, ſend me my Wiſhes, or by one Word, 
that you will not come, end this wretched Life I now think 
not worth keeping, ſince I am flighted by her, that was 
dearer to me than my own Soul. I did not think my Dear 
would have been ſo inexorable to all my Prayers, or could 
have denied your once dear Ofaw!9 any thing. I am ſure, 
I ſhould have iuftered all the Hardſhips in the World, ra- 
ther than have given my Deareſt one moment of Uneaſineſs, 
when it was in my Power to help it, as it is now in yours: 
Therefore pity and help the Misfortunes you are the Oc- 
caſion of, and come to the longing Arms of your conſtant 
and faichful, 


OcrAvIO. 


Note, The forngo: 12 Letter vat not receiy'd by 8 ilvia 
wwhen this was ſent away, 
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of not hearing from you. 


To Ocr Avio. 


HERE is now three Poſt Days paſt, and I have 
had no Letter from my dear Oꝶabio; if it was not for 
your laſt Promiſe, I ſhould dye with the Thoughts 
I beg you'd not ferve me fo, | 
to make me thus Uneaſy : This is the third Letter that 
and have not been 
ſo Happy as to have one; my firſt I ſent to the Poſt oa 
wherein I gave you a Direction ta 
your poor Silvia; but I find I am now wg on and 

O 1 
is the fault of the Poſt, and not my Deareſt's; for I <1 5 = 
My Soul, don't fail it 
of letting me hear from you by the next Poſt, and every 
Poſt as you uſed to do: I think it an age ſince I heard 
from you; a Week there is now paſt, and no News after 


J have ſent ſince I came to- 
Tueſday N ight at- 
forgot, but if you forget me, I can never you. 


think you could forſake me ſo ſoon. 


ſo many threatning Letters, if I do not hear by the next Re- 
turn, by all that's good, I will never write more. 


world ſhould forſake me than my dear Octavio. 


My deareſt Life, I am, and will be yours for ever, 


— 


To OcTavio, 


Cannot imagine what Fault I have been guilty of to 


be uſed in this manner; four Letters have 1 writ, and | 
can have no Aniwer, I could not think you would 
have ſerv'd me fo, without mine had miſcarried. I con- 


* 
©: 4 F 


SILVIA, i 


Love, you cannot think what Concern I am in, and I 
beg you would not uſe me fo ill, for I had rather all the 
You 
may depend, I never will leave you as long as I live. 


E 


feſs I have been very troubleſome to you in writing ſo of. 
ten, 


I 
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een, but I did not think it ſo. Pray, if you do not deſire 
my Letters, let me know, and if it is poſſible, I will avoid 
857 doing it. Did not you promiſe me in your laſt, that you 
vould ſend every Poſt: Well, you may depend, this is 
the laſt I will ever write to you, or any body elſe, if I 
don't hear by the next Poſt; I have lived long enough to 
be lighted. You may be aſſured, as you have occaſion- 
ed ſo much Diſquiet in me, I ſhall not forget you when 
time ſerves. If you don't think it worth your while 
do give your ſelf the trouble of ſending any more, pray be 
*X fo kind to let me know, and I ſhall reſt my ſelf as ſa- 
tisfied as I can, and Study ſome Remedy for my own Re- 
T poſe. I ill flatter my ſelf, that my other Letters have 
been intercepted, and if they have, I hope you will for- 
give the once beloved, 


— 
Fo 1 
S- 


SILVIA, 


— 


To SILVIA. 


H! my too Unkind and Cruel Dear, to load me 
with ſo many Miteries, which I am not able to bear. 
Can you pretend to that Sacred 'Thing Love, and 
yet uſe one that loves you, nay even adores you {o inhu- 
manly. Have not I in theſe three or four Letters deſired 
you to Swear to me, that you would come to London at 
the time you promiſed. Do you think that Heaven 
won't puniſh the Breach of your Word to a poor Unſor- 
tunate, by you made miſerable ; but you are afraid of 
an Oath, hecauſe you know you never intend to perform 
it; How can you be ſo Falſe and Deceitful to one that 
has been ſo Conſtant to you? Pll call Heaven and Earth 
to Witneſs, that I have not in Thought, Word, or Deed, 


f to ever Injurd that Love you fo often have Sworn, and I 
1 was made believe you had for me. What have I done, 
uld ungrateful Maid, to be ſo unkindly uſed, that you ſhould 

deny me all my Comfort and Happineſs in this World, 


I mean your dear Company, which is all the Blefling I 
alk 


a * K 
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oy 
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aſk of Heaven or You ? But ſince you are ſo barbarous 
to me, as to deny me Life, I have it in my Power, and can 
command my Death, I appeal to your own Conſcience, if 
you have not dealt ungeneroufly with one, who always 
held you ſo dear to him. I juſt now received your Lei- 
ter, and am much ſurpriſed you have not receiv'd any of 
mine, I do aflure you, I have ſent conſtantly every Poſt. 
I cannot imagine who can be ſo baſe as intercept my 
Letters: I am now fully reſolv'd to come to you, ſince 
it is impoſſible I ſhould ſuſtain this wretched Life without 
your Anſwer. I find it is neither your Deſire, nor Inclina- 
tion to come hither; if it is to ſhun me that you ſtay, 
you may come up, and I will not, if you defire it, ever | 
trouble you with my hated Self; tho” I believe it would 
be impoſſible for me to have you in Town, and I nc 
with you, I thought I was always born to be Miſerable, BY 
and indeed you have made me fo abundantly, but I'll dye 


and eaſe you of the hated and deſpiſed, 
OcTavio, 


To OcTav1o. 4 
HAVE the Satisfaction of hearing from you how- 
ever; tho it is a ſharper Letter than I expected after 
ſo long a lence. I have ſent you part of your Letter i 

again, for I cannot look on it without Trouble; and de- , 
end, if you ever ſend me ſuch another, I ſhall fend it all. 
low many Falſe and Deceitſul Creatures have you calle! 

me; pray in what do I deſerve it, or what have I done to 
merit all this from you; I have only heen tov conſtant to 
you: I can and have as brave Reſolutions as your ſelf, 
and if once I ſet upon a thing, you know I will do it. If 
you think it worth your while to go and fee my couſin Mrs, 
give my Love to her; and tho' ſhe and you forget 
re me, I ſhall never you, nor her. Your ſharp and un- 
ind Letters ſhall never fetch me, whatever your kind ones 
will do, adieu, 4 
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SILVIA. 


Note, Here ſome Letters which were wrote between 
Octavio and Silvia were intercepted, and this following 
Letter was the laſt that ever Octavio receiv'd from 
Silvia, which made him go down to ſee whoit was had 
intercepted them. 7 


; | 
To OcTavrio,. 
Find now you are reſolved to quite forget me; if you 


did not know where to direct, it would never ves 
me. If you do not anſwer this Letter, by all that's 


Good and Sacred, you ſhall never hear ſrom, nor ſee me 
more: I have often faid it, but never ſwore it, to my 
knowledge till now. I ſuppoſe you don't value my writing 


now, as you uſed to pretend you did; but I never will be- 


f lieve you loved me, if you can deſpenſe with forgetting me 


ſo ſoon. I confeſs, my ſending is very troubleſome to you. 
I have been ſo vain hitherto, to think you loved to hear 


1 Unleſs in not being haſty to Sacrifice my Reputation 
in coming up to you, and leaving my Friends, when 


J cannot have the leaſt Excuſe for it, but your fooliſh 


5 F ancy; J am not ſo well pleas'd with my Country Pleaſure 


which you ſo often tell me of; but I can leave it (were it 


reaſonable) as I can other things, that are ten Times dearer 


to me than that. I hope you will not think the Money ill 


© beſtowed on this, when you remember it is the laſt you will 


cver have from me. I only beg one Letter more to let 
me hear your Reſolutiens, and what you mean in uſing me 
in this too barbarous manner. If you deſign to have no 
more to ſay to me, it is but Juſtice you ſhould let me 
know it, and I doubt not of finding a Remedy for the 
Scorned and Deteſted, 


SILVIA, 
E To 


% 


from me, as well as I do from you, tho' now I find to the 
= contrary : I cannot tell what I have diſobliged you in, 


— 


World, 1 you do not think that Lhave torſaken you, 
beeauſe fome Fiend has intercepted my Letters, for I have 
writ every Poſt fince I knew where to direct; I think my 
Deareſt Angel, that Fortune will never have done Perſe- 
cuting us, and ſhe cannot be Content with parting us ſo 
many, Miles, but muſt intercept our Letters, the only Com- 
Jort ſhe had left us; I would if I had not deſigned it be- 
fore, come down to you now, run what hazard I will, to 
Know- who is Guilty of ſo baſe an Action, you canuot ſure 
Have ſuch an Evil Thought of your Dear O#awo, as to 
think he could be ſo baſe as to ever ſlight his own 
Soul, nor even Death's 'Torments, ſhould ever be a- 
ble to make me ſlight my all in all; I hope my Life 
will believe that my Love is rooted ſo deep in my Heart, 
as never to come out, but with my laſt drop of Blood, 


and if it was poſſible, for that laſt drop of Blood to ſpeak, 


t would ſay it was intirely my Dear $:7yia's, I know rot 
what I have committed, to give you a diſtruſt of my Con- 
Nancy: My Soul's Darling Joy, my Good Genius, the 
end of all my Wiſhes and Deſires, I cannot but own, 
you're too great a Bleſſing for me to aſpire to, but ſince 
J Enjoy (as I have the Vanity to think I do, the greateſt 
Pleſſing in the World) I mean your Dear Love, I will keep 
it with all the AﬀeCtionate Tenderneſs in the World; you 
may have one to Nr . ortune, but never one that 
Love's ſo true and faithfil, but if you ſtill believe I am 
falſe, I will ſoon give you a dreadful Proof of my Con- 
ftancy ; I am, the molt Faithful and Conſtant 
OcTav1o, 


P. S I hope to be with you by Monday Night, till then 


The tedious Hours move Heavily aπατ 
„Aud each long Minute ſeems à lazy Day. 


THE 


OR, THE 


g& HEN Venus, in the ſweet Idalian Shade, 
-4 A Vi'let Couch for young A/canius made; 
{2/3 Their op'ning Gems th'obedient Roſes 
bow'd, 
And veil'd his Beauties with a Damaſc 
Cloud : : 
Vile the bright Goddeſs, with a gentle Show'r 
Of Nectar'd Dews, perfum'd the bliſsſul Bow'r. 
E 2 | Of 
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Of Sight inſatiate, She devours his Charms, 

Till her ſoft Breaſt re-kindling Ardor warms : 
New Joys tumultuous in her Boſom. roll, 
And all Adonis ruſhes on her Soul. 
Tranſported with each dear- reſembling Grace, 
She cries, © Adonis! - ſure I ſee thy Face! 
Then ſtoops to claſp the beauteous Form, but fears 
He'd wake too ſoon, and with a Sigh forbears. 
Yet, fix'd with filent Rapture, ſtands to gaze ; 
Ming each flow'ry Bud that round Him plays. 
Swell'd with. her Touch, each animated Roſs 
Expands ; and ſtrait with warmer Purple glows : 
Where Infant Kies bloom, a balmy Store! 
Redoubling all the Bliſs ſhe felt before. 


Sudden, her Swans career along the Skies, 
And o'er the Globe the fair Ce/:t:al flies. 
Then as were Ceres paſs'd, the teeming Plain 
Yellow'd, with wavy Crops of Golden Grain; 
So, fruitful Kies fell where Venus flew, 

And by the Pow'r of Genial Magic grew 


A plenteous Harveſt”! which She deign'd impart 


To ſooth an agonizing Iove- ſick Heart, 


All hail, Ye Roſeat Kies! who remove 
Our Cares, and, cool the Calentures of Love. 
Lo! I your Poet in melodious Lays 


Bleſs your.kind Pow'r ; en-amour'd of your Praiſe : 


Lays ! form'd to laſt, *till barb'rous Time invades 
The Mues Hill, and withers all their Shades. 
Sprung from the * Guardian of the Roman Name, 
In Roman Numbers live, ſecure of Fame. 


* Pens, 
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KISS II. 


S the young en-amour'd Vine 
Round her F.lm delights to twine ; 
As the claſping Ivy throws, 
Round the Oak, her wanton Boughs : 
So cloſe, expanding of thy Charms, 
Fold Me, Neera, in thy Arms! 
Cloſer, Neere, cou'd it be, 
Wou'd my fond Arms in-circle Thee. 


The jovial Friend ſhall tempt in vain 


With Humor, Wit, and briſk Champaigne 3 


In vain ſhall Nature call for Slecp; 
Well Love's eternal Vigils keep. 
Thus, thus, for-ever let us lie; 
Diſſolving in Exceſs of Joy; 

"Till Fate ſhall with one ſingle Dart, 
Transfix the Pair it cannot part. 


Thus join'd, we'll fleet like VV Doveh 
And ſeck the bleſt Elfen Groves, 
Where Spring in Roſy Triumph reigus 
Perpetual, o'er the joyous Plains. 
There, Lovers of Heroic Name, 
Revive their long-extinguiſh'd Flame; 
And o'er the fragrant Vale advance 


In ſhining Pomp to form the Dance: 
E. 3 
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Or ſing of Love and gay Deſire, 
Re ponſive to the warbling Lyre; 

Reclining-ſoft in bliſsfull bow'rs, 

Purpled-ſweet with ſpringing Flowers: 

And cover'd with a filken Shade 

Of Laurel, mixt with myrtle, made; 

Where, flaunting in Immortal Bloom, 
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The Muſk-Roſe ſcents the verdant Gloom: ö 2 
Thro' which the whiſp'ring Zephyrs fly 13 ; 
Softer than a Virgins Sigh, J q 
= 
When we approach thoſe bleſt Retreats, s 
Th' Aſſembly ftrait will leave their Seats ; 1 
Admiring much the matchleſs Pair; | 'F 
So fond the Youth, the Nymph ſo fair; b ; 


Daughters and Miftreſjes to Jove,. 
By Homer fam'd of old for. Lowe ; 

In Homage to thy matchleſs Grace, 
Will give Preheminence of Place, 
Helen herſelf will ſoon agree- 

To rife, and yeild her Rank to Thee. 


5 


KISS III. 


N E tender Xi, (I cry'd) Sc et Blooming Maid, 
When on my Lips her Lips Eæra laid. 

But, juſt prepar'd the promis'd Sweets to take, 
Lo! quick her nimble Lips my Lips forſake. 
Quick ! as when ſtarting back, in wild Surpriſe, 
The new trod Snake th'unwary Trav ler flies, 
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But now my eager Paſſion to allay, 


Compleat, Swe2-t-Blo»ming Maid the am'rous Play, 


This was to mock, my Liſe, not ſcant the Bliſs; 
This gave a Thirſt of King, but no Ke. 


— — 


KI 


OT Kis thy fond Lips diffuſe; 

But Ne#2r'd Sweets! Ambroſial Dews ! 
Sweets | that recall the Soul from Death! 
Such! as not Thyme, with balmy breath; 
Such ! as not Nard, in Spicy Gales ;. 

Such! as not Cinnamum exhales ? 

Such! as ev'n Virgin Stores excel! ! 

Which, labouring Bees, in waxen Cell; 
Beneath their Oſier Roof diſtill: 

Drawn from Hymettus fragant Hill; 

Or gather'd in Cecropian Bower 

Where blooms the Roſe Celeſtial Flower 

Not Kiſſes thy fond Lips diffule ; 

But Nectar d Sweets ! Ambraſial Deus 


Theſe, if, thus laviſh, you beſtow; 
Sudden, {hall [mortal grow 
Sudden! to Gods, exalted," rife ;- 
And ſhare the Banquets of the S4iz; ? 


Then, ah, forbear, Sweet Maid, forbear! 
Spare, for my Sake, thy Bounty ſpare ! 
Or thou thy-ſelf Immortal grow! 

For without Thee, Nera, know; 
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Ev'n to the Gods I wou'd not riſe: 

Nor ſhare the Banquets of the Sies. 

No! not ! Tho' all the Pow'rs Above; 

The Daughters and the Wives of Fove ; 

Wou'd my Superior God-head own ; 
And feat me on the Starry Throne. 


” 


K-1:S $.-'V. 


HEN Thou, profuſe of Heav'nly Charms, 
Around Me throw'ſt thoſe tender Arms; ; 
And with that Neck, which lovely-twines ; 

And with that Breaft, which ſoſt- declines; 

And with that ſweetly-witching Face; 

Hang on Me, thus, in fond Imbrace : 


— —— _ a 


When Thou, thoſe am'rous Lips of . 
Ficſt to theſe am'rous Lips of mine; 
Thoſe Lips! that thus, in rapt'rous Bliſs, 
Give and receive the wounding Kiſs ; - - - 
Give and receive the !reming Dart: 
Sweet Play! foft-thrilling to the Heart 
Or when thy Soul, or mine poſſeſt, 
My Life draws from my glowing Breaſt : 
My Life! which ſcorching Heats deſtroy ! 
Burnt with Exceſs of fierceſt Joy 


Or when thy Soul calls mine from Death; 
And wafts new Life with humid Breath: 
That Breath ! which Vital Air refpires ! 
And Kindly cools my ragiug Fires 
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Then, dear Neæra, thus I cry; F 

(Then! as 'twixt Death and Life I lie.) * 

Love is a Pow'r all Pow'rs above ! | 

N f « There is no greater Pow'r than Love! = | 
Or if a Greater we allow; | 


« Greater than Love: That Pow'r art Thou ! 


4 K 188 VL 


„ WO Thouſand X:/es, (in Exchange of Heart) N 
As ſoft and Sweet as Mutual. Love imparts ; 4 

| Of Mutual-Faith, the Terms, we jointly make. 1 

I give a Thouſand, and a Thoufand take. : 

| | ö Fairly you paid the Number, gracious Maid! | 

Were Love, by any Number, fairly paid ! 

But Love, alas, to Number, never yields. 

The Blades, Who numbers, of well-water'd Fields! | 

Who, Queen of Plenty, that extolls thy Praiſe, | 

7 Intreats Thee, Ceres, number'd Ears to raiſe ? | 


Who, Bacchus, that thy pleaſing Pow'r adores, 
An Hundred Cluſters ſervilely implores ? 
Who, Pales, that thy bounteous Aid demands, | ; 
23 Lifts for a Thouſand Bees vain-ſuppliant Hands? j 
When Jove deſcends in Floods of Genial Rain, q 
Z Who tells the Drops that cheer the thirſty Plains? \ 
Or when the God aſſumes ſeverer Arms ; * 
1 With driving Winds the troubled Air alarms; i 1 
And Icy Bolts, o'er Earth, o'er Ocean pour 
Computes the Fragments of the rat'ling Show'rs? 


* 
; 
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All Things that fall to Mortals from tlie Sies, 
ARtberial Gifts! to Infinite ariſe. 

Whether Auſpicious or Averſe They prove; 

A Majeity that ſuits the Houſe of Fove ! 


Then why, bright Goddeſs ! - - - (for that Heaw'nly Fay 


Speaks thee a Goddeſs of Celeſtial Race, 
Speaks Thee ev'n Her in Beauty to excell, 
Who roams o'er the vaſt Deeps. with a vagrant Shell.) 
Why ſo exact, thy Attributes Divine, 

Kiſſes to bounded Numbers to confine ? 

Yet Cruel, number not my cea'e-lefs Sighs ; 

Nor Tears for- ever trickling from my Eyes? 
Number, at-will, for ev'ry Tear a K; 

But number not, without the Pain, the Bliſs. 

Or give, to eaſe my Doubts, and lay my Fears, 
Kiſſes un- number'd for un-number'd Tears. | 


a _ | hat 
4 * pi — 
— aw 1 4 £7 


r 


ä * 
> . 


_— 


— 


. 8 


o * 
F _—__ 


— — — — — — * — ——— * 


RIS 8 VI. 


ISSES, in Rapture un- controul'd 

An Hundred by an Hundred told 

An Hundred, yet too ſcanty Store, 

Told by an ample. Thou/and oer; 

A Thouſand, yet, &er I refrain, 

Told by a Thouſand o'er again; 

As many Thouſands as before, 

Told by as many Thou/ands more, 

As are the Drops that fill the Main, 

Or Stars that gild th' ZZtherial Plain; 

All Theſe, and Millions yet untold ; - - - 
While Thee, thus cloſely J infold, 


Closch N 
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Wiokly I'll give theſe Roſy Cheeks ; 
This Lip that ſwells; this Eye that Speaks ! 


As fondly-claſping, Arms in Arms, 
Why Lover thus devours thy Charms, 
Ind reaping Kies now He ſeeks, 

WT loſe Fields of Roſes, blooming Cheets, 
Now, to thoſe Lips, ſoft-ſwelling, flies ! 4 
Now, io thoſe ſweetly ſpeaking Eyes! : 
Wn vain thy reſtleſs Lover ſeeks, | 
To view thoſe roſy-blooming Cheeks ! 

Nor roſy-blooming Cheeks He ſpies, 

Nor ſwelling Lips, nor fpeaking Eyes 
Nor yet that Look of pleaſing Smiles; 
Frhat Look ! which all his Cares beguiles. 
Erbat Look! which, (as the God Day 
Claſes the gath'ring Clouds away, 

nen thro mid tber, mildly bright, 
He guides the lucid Stceds of Light, 

4 Diſpels the Shades, corrects the Storms, 

4 And all the Face of Heav'r reforms :) 
Still beaming-ſoft with Golden Rays, 
The Tumults of his Soul allays, 

Drives from his Eyes all mournful Tears, 
Drives from his Thoughts all gloomy Fears. 


Face! 


What jealous Wars, the while, ariſe, 

Io Seuect Maid ! between my Lips and Ejes ! 
While to poſſeſs Thee, all-intire, 

8 Now Je, Now Theſe by Turns aſpire ! 

8 How ſhail I think to ſhare thy Love? 
How bear a Rival ev'n of. Fowe? 


Won 
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When ſcarce my Eyes thy Beauties ſhare ! 
And ſcarce my Lips for Rivals bear ! 


a 
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Y what Folly ill-betray'd, 

Witleſs Creature | Thoughtl:ſs Maid! 

By what madding Fury ſtung, 
Could'ſt Thou hurt this harm-leſs Tongue? 


Sped by Thee, becauſe no Dart 
Errs from my un- guarded Heart; 
Seems ſuch III, no Art can cure, 
Such! ſo eaſy to indure? 

That, new Weapons to deſtroy 

On this ad. Thou ſhould'ſt imploy ? 
Tongue | that wont with Suns that riſe; 
Wont, with Suns that quit the Skies, 


'Thro' ſad Nights, thro' tedious Days: 


Tongue | ever-want to ſing thy Praiſe? 


This is He, the faithful Tongue, 
That ſo oft thy Praiſes ſung. 
Sung ! thoſe Locks of eaſy Flow ! 
Sung! thoſe Breaſts of Virgin Snow ! 
Sung! that Neck, which lovely-twines ! ' 
Sung ! that Eye, which wanton-ſhines ! 
Sung ! in ſuch harmonious Lays, 
As to Heav'n Nera raile ; 
Far beyond the Fires of Jove: 
Envy of all the Goa's above! 
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| This | that ſung Thee, my Delight! 
: "Thee ! Sole Pleaſure of my Sight ! 
Thee! Sole Rapture of my Heart! 1 
Thee! My Soul's far better Part | 9 
Thee! My Paſſion! Thee! My Love! 4 
Thee! My Turtle! Thee! My Dove! | | 
Lung! in ſuch harmonious Lays, 

As to Heav'n Nera raiſe ; 

Envy of the Gods Above 

Envy of Venus, as of Fove? . 


$A... ti 


*# Say, or hence proceeds thy Pride? 
(At in Beauty to Confide ! 

Hence thy Pow'r ? (Tyrannick Fair !) | 
That He ſtoops thoſe Wrongs to bear. | 1 
hy no Inſult mov'd, or Pain, { V 

From thy Praiſes to abſtain. 

Still extolling to the Skies, 

$ Thoſe delicious Lips and Eyes 

By Ev'n thoſe Teeth, ill-govern'd Arms! 

3 Wanton Authors of his Harms 
Stamm'ring midſt his bleeding Wounds, 
Still He ſings in broken Sounds! 

Abt in Beauty to Confide ! 

Fair Tyrant ! hence thy Pow'r and Pride. 


= 
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E not ſtill King Me, ſtill ſmiling, 
Always fond, and always willing ; 
Sweetly ſpeaking, ſoftly ſighing, 14 
Ever on my Boſom lying / 
This! F Al 
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All Things have their certain Meaſure ; 
Narrow Bounds are fix'd to Pteafure. 
Whate'er affects with moſt Delight, 

Sooneſt cloys the Appetite. 


When I for thrice-three K:/Jes ſue, 

Take Sev'n away, and grant but T'wo ; 

Yet Neither long, and balmy Neither; 

Such, as the Virgin gives her Father ! 

And chaſte as Tho/e that are beſtow'd 

By Cynthia on her Brether-God ! 

Then ſtart from me, in wanton Play, 

And trip, with ſwimming Pace, away; 

Into ſome ſecret Corner fly, 

And hide in Darkneſs from my- Eye. 


——— 

„„ 

* * 15 
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Four Steps thro' Darkneſs will I trace, 
And ſearch the moſt retired Place. 

Like ſome proud Victor will I lay 

My eager Hands upon my Prey. 

I'll toſs, and towze, and rifle You, 


As Hawks the tim'rous Turtle do. 
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You, your humble Hands fhall rear ; 
Submiſſive, beg me to forbear ; 
And hope /ev'n Kifſes may in-gage 
My eaſy Heartz and bribe my Rage. 


In vain / --- You times ſewn ſhall give, 
To win my Grace; poor Fugitive ! 
My Arms around that Neck in-twin'd, 
Shall all the while my Captive bind. 


When, paid the Price, I looſe my Arms, 
Then ſball You ſwear by all your Charms; 


When, 
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If this Way I reſent ſuch Crimes, 
You'd play the Trick a-thouſand-times. 


— 


K188 X. 


O certain Xi one certain Way repeat. 
Thus try'd, the Sweeteſt ceaſes to be ſweet. 
For as moiſt Kies thrill the yielding Blood, 
With humid Lips on humid Lips beſtow'd ; 
So warmer Kies warmer Joys inſpire, 
And the rapt Soul with madding Tranſport fire. 
| Not leſs Delight, to Ki fond - - rolling Eyes, 
And view the Authors of our Tears and Sighs ; F 
Or, as to the lov'd Neck or Cheek We cling, * 
In am'rous Trance, ſee freſher Roſes ſpring; | 
And tell-tale Signs, by wanton Teeth impreſt, . 4 
On ſnow- white Shoulder rife, or ſnow-white Breaſt. 0 
From trembling Lips to change the trembling Darts 
And mutual Souls im- mix from mutual Hearts: | 
While Love lies panting for a Gaſp of Breath, ＋ 
Now / now / juſt ſtruggling betwixt Life and Death 


Me, charm all Meaſures of the tender Sport ; j 
Kiſſes ! or quick, or flow ; or long or ſhort; 1 
(Sweet Mixture / tedious Languor to relieve / ) | 

Whether I give, or whether I receive, | | } | 
Such as You get, return not, charming Maid ! 13 


Let Either ſummon artful Change to Aid. 
And who the firſt un-vary'd & applies; 
Attend this Judgment with ſubmiſſive Eyes. 
« As many Kies as were told before; 
& As Either offer'd and as Either bore; 
„The vanquiſh'd Lover to the Victor pays 
hen, So many Kies, told ſo many Ways. 
: F -2 : Eri1GRaM 


EPIGRAM, 
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7 jy CINNA ſcorns my K Iss ESF; They are 
1 Chaſte / 


Enerv'd I ſeem in her experienc'd Taſte. 

And ELIA calls Me, «©. Bard WITU 
== | « AN GUID STRINGS, ** 

She that | to 12 in Streets her Off rings brings. 

Perhaps, my utmoſt STRENGTH They ſeek to know! 

Aud V1cok prove Go HATETUL WanToNs Go! 

My STRENGTH, my Vicon long deſpair to find, 

Far You theſe Kiss Es never were deſign'd. 

Never for You were theſe ſoft Meaſures wrought 

Read M, ye tender BRIDES of Boys un-taught / 

Read Mr, of Bz1prs un-taught ye tender Boys / 

Yet new to VExus ſweetly-varying Joys“ 
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be Happy Bride. 
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The ARGUMENT. 
As. Invocation of Venus and Phoebus: A De- 
= /criplion of the Spring; about which Time Caſ- 
4 ſandra retir'd into a Vale to receive the coal 
Breezes of the Evening, where ſhe laid herjclf 
dewn upon a Bank, and fell into a gentle Slum- 
ber : Celario*s accidental coming to the Place-z 
le admires its Situation, the Pleaſantneſs of tbe 
Evening, and the ſetting of the Sun, &c. His 
firſt View of Caſſandra aſleep, and the mixiure 
of Pleaſure, and Uneaſineſs be received al the 
d igll: Her waking, and flying away from her 
Retirement ; with Celario's Diſquiet, and fal- 
ling into Exceſs of Pajjion. 


EX id me, O Peru! Beauty's pov,”:fal Queen, 
Who reign o'er Earth and Air, o'er Gads 
NAN \ of \ and Men; 


1 
1 
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Wl Whodriv'itfrom mortal Thoughts all velgax 
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And ſettleſt Bliſs and tender Soſtneſs there: 
F 3 Around 
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54 Tuk LADIES MiscELLANY, 
Around whoſe Throne the wanton Graces play, + I 
And add freſh Brightneſs to immortal Day. 
Come, lovely Goddeſs! with your ſmiling Train, 
Which glitter'd round thee on th' Idalian Plain; 
Come with that heav'nly Splendor in your Eyes, 
That Bluſh of Red which paints the Morning Skies; 
Mix'd with the Lilly's Whiteneſs in your Face, 11 
That Shape and Mein, and that celeſtial Grace; 
That balmy Breath of Summer's Ev'ning Air, 
And all which made thee, to a wonder Fair, 
When thou was't crown'd with Love's reſiſtleſs Sway, 
And taught the World that Pow'r of I. ove tobey : 16 
Immortal Venus come! and glad my Sight 
With theſe Enchantments of ſupreme Delight; 
Or to my Thought be your Idea join'd, 
That ſofteſt Strains may warble from my Mind. 20 
And Phæbus, thou aſſiſt the gentle Song 
With Lines, which flow from your melodious Tongue ; 
Let ſweeteſt Muſick from my Numbers play, 
And to each female Breaſt ſteal ſoft away. 
O deign to aid a youthful Poet's Lays, 25 
Who claims no fickle Fame, or ſounding Praiſe ; 
But all his Wiſhes are to pleaſe the Fair, 
To melt the Heart, and fmooth the liſt'ning Ear. 
Careleſs of other's Choice, or peevith Blame, | 
Inſtruct my Muſe to tune her Song to them: 30 
And thou, the Faireſt of the beauteous Train, 
With Pleaſure liſten to my grateful Strain; 
Thy cheering Smiles, O charming give, 
And let this Tribute with thy Vertues live. 


Thus may I ſing CaJarndra's happy Tale, 35 


How Senſe at length did over Charms prevail; 3 
ow 
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© WW How Female Minds can glitt' ring Beaus deſpiſe, 
And fix on Merit their conſenting Eyes: 
| How glad Ccl/aria all his Thoughts employs 
On taintleſs Beauty, and the trueſt Joys; 
After a tedious Time of Anguiſh paſt, 
Ho both fincerely love, and how they're bleſt at laſt. 


I 
Twas in that Seaſon when the Earth is gay, 


And ev'ry Sun ſhines forth a glorious Day 3 
when Nature ſmiles amidſt a joyful Scene, 
And pleaſmg Fields are clad in lively Green; 
16 When balmy Flow'rs their painted Leaves unfold, 
: Or bluſh in Scarlet, or appear in Gold; 
When ſilver Drops of ſoft deſcending Rain 
5 Refreſh the Glade, and cheer the ſmiling Plain; 
20 When all the ſenſeleſs World, and all which move, 
Enjoy the Sweets of Harmony and Love: 
e; Then was Ce/ariz's Breaſt firſt taught to know 
The inward Pangs of ſoft tormenting Woe; 
Then did his Heart the Pains, the Pleaſures prove, 
2; And ev'ry various Turn of glowing Love, 
New Paſſons fir'd his Breaſt unfelt before, 
And all his Senſes bow'd to Beauty's Pow'r. 


Down in a Dale, where joyous Nature made, 
With bowing Greens, a moſt delightful Shade ; 
The beſt Retreat to pleaſe a Virgin's Breaſt, 

To ioften Cares and lull the Soul to reſt ; 

Ihe fair Caſſandra walk'd, where bending Trees 
Fann'd all around the cooling Ev'ning Breeze. 
She heard the tuneful Lark with pleaſure ſing, 

35 And taſted all the Sweets of ſmiling Spring. 


30 


How Beneath 
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Beneath her Feet a cryſtal Riv'let play'd, 

And thro' the circling Grotto gently ſtray'd, 

The op'ning Blooms a grateful Smell diſcloſe, 
The faireſt Lilly and the bluſhing Roſe, 

The jeſſ' mine here, and there the Suckling grows. 

Not far from hence a Bank of various Hue, 

Bedeck'd in Green, and with the Vi'lets Blue; 

With beck'ning Smiles invites the wand'ring Fair 

To Downy Reſt, ſecure from anxious Care: 

Upon this pleaſing Seat ſhe. gently laid, 

And on her ſnowy Hand ſhe lean'd her Head. 

The Stream with ſmoother Current purl'd along, 

And all the Birds with {wecter Muſick ſung : 

At length her nodding Senſes ſeem to doſe, 

And peaceful Slumbers ev'ry Thought compoſe. 


Like Venus ſelf ſhe ſhin'd ſerene and bright, 
And ſcatter'd rouud the Shade a Flood of Light: 
The lively Trees their trembling Limbs bow'd down, 
And circl'd round her Head a leafy Crown. | 
The Riv'let ſeem'd to gaze, and wiſh'd to ſlay, 

So much it ſigh'd, and mov'd fo flow away; 
E'en glitt'r'ng Phæbus rear'd his golden Head, 
And look'd with Envy from his purple Bed: 
At fight of her ſhe ſhrunk into a Cloud, 

And wrapt his Face within a fable Shroud ; 

Bluſning to find his radiant Pow'r outdone, 
And ſee on Earth a far more glorious Sun, 


To this Retreat by chance Celario came, 
In Mind ſedate, untouch'd by Beauty's Flame; 
With Joy he gaz d upon the crimſon Sky, 

The ſetting Sun, and circiing Clouds on high; 
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Which glitter'd all around the diſtant Mead, | 
A golden Hue, mix'd with a lively Red. 
Ile liſt'ned to each Bird's delicious Note, LOO 
And ſaw the cryſtal Riv'lat gently float; 

obſervd the blooming Flow'rs, the ſhady Trees, 
And felt the Breathing of the cooling Breeze. 

& Theſe Nature's Beauties he alone admir'd, 

And with a gen'rous Senſe of Heay'n was fr'd ; 105 


57 


That glorious Pow'r he praid, whoſe Hand beſtow'd 


| # Theſe wond'rous Bleſſings for a World of Good. 


At length he wander'd to the ſilent Shade, 

Where wrapp'd in Reſt the lovely Virgin laid; 

Where under bending Trees the Nymph had choſe 

Jo breathe the balmy Air, and ſoft Repoſe: 111 


& Her dazling Charms now flaſh'd upon his Sight, 


As ſwift as Thought, and fair as Heav'n-born Light; 

8 Stedfaſt he ſeem'd to gaze with deep Surprize, 

And facred Homage ſat within his Eyes: 115 
Fix'd to the Ground he ſtood, whilſt trembling Fear 
Shot thro' his Limbs, like Damps of wintry Air: 

Boch pain'd and pleas'd at once he ſeem'd to be, 

Now. gaz'd, then turn'd, as if he dar'd not ſee; 

Now back he ſtarted, then he forward ſtole, r20 
uch various Paſſions ſeiz'd upon his Soul. 

At length he thought whate'er ſo bright cou'd ſhine, 
Muſt mean no ill, but ſurely be divine; 

For can it be, that any Pow'r is giv'n 

To ought that's ill, to ſhape itſelf like Heav'n? 125 
Thus he a while revolv'd within his Mind, 
Then thought again, and vary'd like the Wind; 
Upon her Form he rivetted his Sight, 
Too ſoon enchanted with the dear Delight, 
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Her fair clos'd Eyes he view'd, her Shape and Air, ne 
Which mix'd with a Pleaſure with a trembling Fear. Wit 
A thouſand Beauties revell'd in her Face, 132 An 
And ev'ry Feature ſpoke a pleaſing Grace. 1 
Her Lips were moiſten'd with a balmy Dew, 5 / 
And of the faireſt Morn's Vermilion Hue: 13; No 
The Lilly's Whiteneſs, and the Roſes Red, No 

With beaut'ous Bloom, were in her Cheeks diſplay d; An 
The flutt'ring Breezes did around her ſtray, Tü 
Snatch'd fragrant Kiſſes, and then ſigh'd away: WI 
He f-afted on her Smiles, her gentle Mein, 140 W. 
And all that Heav'n of Love which might be ſeen ; | An 
Nor did his modeſt Fancy wiſh the Reſt, M. 


His Sight he charm'd, and thought himſelf too bleſt. . 

But ah / unhappy Chance, whilſt thus the Swain, ; 
"T'wixt Hope and Fear, a Pleaſure and a Pain, 145 | ? 
Was ſeiz'd with deep Surprize, the lovely Maid. | 
Who all the time in downy Sleep was laid, 
With panting Sighings trembled at her Breaſt, 
As if ſome frightful Dream had broke her Reſt: 
A dewy Damp her changing Cheeks o er- ſpread, 5 
Sudden ſhe ſtarted from the flow'ry Bed, 151 
Unclos'd her Eyes, and rear 'd her trembling Head: x 

When ſoon ſhe ſaw the Swain Ce/ario near, 


Aloud ſhe ſhriek'd, and ſpoke ſome diſmal Fear : 


« Hah/ art thou there, ſhe ſaid - thou Monſter foul, 
e Bane to my Reſt, and Torture to my Soul; 150 ; As 
«© Thank Heav'n - - I was forewarn'd within my Dream, ; T] 
„„ 'Thou worſt of Satyrs of thy luſtful Flame.” An 
This ſpoke, like Light'ning's Blaſt aways ſhe flies At 
And darts Reſentment from her angry Eyes. 160 TI 
Ne 
So when the harmle's Turtle ſeeks Repoſe, By 


And on ſome ſhady Tree begins to doſe, 


uy 


40 


6 
5 And teach his new-found Subject to obey : 
Oer all his Sou! th' imperial Tyrant reigns, 
And ſpreads like Poiſon thro his glowing Veins. 


00 
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If frightful Men paſs by her verdant Seat, 


| She quickly leaves her- late ſecure Retreat : 
| With trembling Wings ſhe cleaves the yielding Air, 165 
And adds more Swittneſs to her Flight by Fear. 


Amaz d and thoughtful ſad Ce/aris ſtood, 


Now chilling Coldneſs ſeiz'd his vital Blood: 

No fiercer Fires into his Breaſt return, 

And flame like thoſe when raging Fevers burn. 170 
| Thrice he eſſay'd to ask th' affrighted Maid, 

? Why did ſhe ay, of whom was ſhe afraid ? 


Wat horrid Story did ſhe mean to tell ? 


; and what her Tongue ſo trembled to reveal? 
Nach did he ſtrive to ſpeak, but ſtrove in vain, 175 
V hilft ſhe, coy Fair, fled o'er the diſtant Plain. 


Now did rofiſtleſs Love begin to ſway, 


Firſt, he began to rave, and ſpeak his Pain, 181 


Then wept and mourn'd, then wildly rav'd again: 
Now fat him down, his Hand ſuſtain'd his Head, 
Then threw himſelf upon the flow'ry Bed; 

Now roſe and walk'd, then curs'd the treach'rous Day, 
Wiſh'd 'twas eternal Night, then dy'd away: 186 
A clayey Chilneſs darted thro' his Breaſt, 

As if he'd fled to his eternal Reſt. 

Thus for a time he laid in Damps of Cold, 

And to his panting Boſom graip'd the Mould. 190 


At length he rear'd him from the deadly Maſs, 


Then ſtar'd aghaſt, and wonder'd where he was; 
Now ſeem'd to think to wreck his wand'ring Mind, 
| Then mix'd theſe trembling Words amidſt the Wind. 


« Where 
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« Where ſhall I fly, to whom ſhall I complain, 19; 
« And tell this Anguiſh, this Exceſs of Pain? | 
« Shall I to Men th' unhappy Tale make known? 
„% Ah!----ſome have too much Sorrow of their own; 
« Others with Bliſs may all their Thoughts employ, 
* And can they hear of Grief, who think on Joy? 
« To Heaven then, I'll tell my ſecret Flame, 201 
& Yet oh / to Heav'n, it was from thence it came, 
« Le: me then tell it to that Hell below, 
% Where Wretches dwell, but they delight in Woe. 
« Here, here I'll fit me down, and ſigh and mourn, 
« Whilſt back unto myſelf my Plaints return; 2c 
ge I'll tell it to the Streams, the Winds ſhall hear, 
*« They'il give me Sigh for Sigh, and Tear for Tear.” 
Thus feelingly he moan'd his tort'ring Pain, | 
It mov'd Compaſſion in the neighb'ring Plain; 216 
There, dying Echo's caught the mournful Tale, 
And ſent it back unto the diſtant Vale. 
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BOOK 1. 


The ARGUMENT. 


CA RNo g70Wn Weary of his Retirement, wan» 


ders about in purſuit of CASSANDRA 3 but 
ſuding it in vain, and being tir'd, be lays 
8 75, jel "down upon the Ground, and falls aſlec b. 
She appears ts him in a Dream, and ſeems 19 
tell him ihe Reaſon of her being affrighted, 
and flying from the Place where he firſt ſa 
hex: That ſhe bad heard of his Love, and 
could look with Scorn upon all the trifling Beaus 
ſhe formerly adber'd to, and think on him alone. 
But at length the Exceſs of Joy, which this 
Phanloni occaſion'a, wakes him from his Reſt. 
He grows more uneaſy at finding it but a flaller- 
ng Vifion, and afterwards addreſſes himſelf to 
Curip, who is unmindſul of his Complaint, 
“ at the ſame time be is heard by VERus, 
and favour'd with her Afi ſtance. 


r length grown weary of his ſad Retreat, 


He role, and left the now unpleafing Seat ; 
Thence ſwiftly flies with deep and reſtleſs 
Care, 
Hunts ev'ry Dale to {eek the wand'ring Fair: 
G Na 


No Fair he finds to cure his Grief's Exceſs, 
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Now ſeeks for Patience as his- beſt Redreſs. 

Thus ſprings the wounded Stag from out the Wood, 
Imbrewing all the Hills with purple Blood, 

To find Relief, and eaſe his deadly Smart, 

While in his Breaſt remains the fatal Dart: 

So ſad Celario ſtrives in vain to find, 

Relentleſs Patience to relieve his Mind, 

For Patience proves as cruel as his Fair, 

Flies from his Search, and leaves him to his Care. 
The troubled Sea wou'd ſooner be at reſt, 

At his Command, than his more troubled Breaſt, 
When Heav'n permits the bluſt*ring Winds to blow, 
And cauſes all the Waves to ebb and flow. 


In frantick Mood, to eviry Hill and Grove, 
He haſtes for Succour, and reveals his Love; 20 
The Hills and Groves give Pity to his Moan, 
And all things hear him, but the Fair alone. 
To ev'ry Nymph he tells his wretched Pain, 
And where ſhe's fled, enquires of ev'ry Swain. 
Each joyful Swain his Anguiſh wou'd remove, 25 
Bids him be happy, and forget his Love: 
Each gentle Nymph with Envy treats the Fair, 
And bids him take ſome kinder to his Care. 
But this is Counſel which he muſt deſpiſe, 
The way to win, is wiſely to adviſe. 39 
In fruitleſs Search he ſpent the ling'ring Day, 
And ſtrove in vain to chaſe his Cares away. 
So ſeeks the Pilot on the pathleſs Main, 
Midſt ſtormy Winds, and black' ning Show'rs of Rain, 


To find the Brightneſs of his guiding Star, 35 by 


Which yet remains unfound in gloomy Air. 
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The weary Sun had now repos'd his Head, 
For golden Slumbers on his fable Bed ; 

The filver Orb of Cynthia's feeble Light 

Rear'd her faint Beams, and {poke approaching Night: 40 
The Swain tir'd out with Grief, his Eye-lids clos'd, 
Then laid him down, and with the Sun repos'd. 

The cold and clayey Earth he gently preſs'd, 
While ſhiv'ring Breezes fann'd his glowing Breaſt ; 

When ſtraight the Nymph, his Thoughts perpetual 
Theme, 45 
With gentle Mein, with winning Softneſs came, 

And ſtood before him in a pleaſing Dream. 


. 


Like Heaven's Queen ſhe ſeem'd, divinely fair, | 0 
A thouſand Charms diſclaiming artſul Care, 
Sport in her Form, and revel in her Air: 5o\ 

The little wanton Lovers, ſerene and gay, 
Smile in her Face, and in her Boſom play: 
$ Such various Sweets diſplays the radiant Eye 

Of bluſhing Morning in a cryital Sky : 

Trembling and glad, tranſported and amaz'd, FO 
Wich ſudden Starts, the panting Lover gaz'd ; 
Her beaut'ous Form did all his Thoughts employ, 
And ev'ry Sorrow melted into Joy. 
He ſeem'd to revel in a Maze of Charms, 
And claſp the dear Deluſion in his Arms; 65 
When with a gentle Voice the lovely Maid, 
(nile on her downy Breaſt he lean'd his Head.) \ 
Thus deign'd to ſay, or thus he thought ſhe ſaid: 
„ © Riſe, riſe, Celario, ever-faithful Swain, 
For lo! I've heard, and pity all your Pain; 65 


LAY 


* G 2 Wing'd 
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80 Wing'd by Surpriſe from my Retreat I flew, 
As little thinking what I ſaw was you: 


« A dreaful Dream has ruffled. all my Mind, 
« And made me frantick as the trembling Wind. S | 
« Methought I ſaw an hortid Satyr ri, oo \ 
| % Who flar'd me into ſhame with frightful Eyes: ; F 
: « Such Words he ſpoke, too horrible to tell, = 
| « Which he nor bluſl'd, nor faulter'd to reveal: 15 [ 
« A deadly Dagger, dy'd in reeking Blood, rf , 

& Unſheatl'd, he brandiſh'd, as he threat'ning ſtood, We 
e Which ſeem'd alone to know the way to kill, 76 ; + 
{1 « When ſtedfaſt Virtue diſobey'd his Will: FE 
(| « This oft he darted at my trembling Head, BF 
4 Then cou'd, ah ! cou'd you blame me that I fled? = A 
1 « No; ' tis not for my Flight you blame me then, 80 1 
* « But that I've waſted Smiles on ſenſeleſs Men ; 14 
| 1 Have been regardleſs of Reſpect that's due 8 
N « To Truth and Wiſdom, Gratitude and you; b. 
Made ſcoff of thoſe who Senſe and Virtue Ia], 
. « To pleaſe that witleſs glitt'ring thing a Beau: 5 
| « 'Thoſe gaudy Forms our fickle Eyes may move, | & 
But Senfe alone creates a laſting Love. . 
Vet thus rebellious to th' imperial Boy, 1 | 17 

« No Anguiſh I endur'd, and felt no joy: b 1 
« Take me, O take me to his gentle Reign, 09 | 
I've learnt to love by learning Lovers Pain: | Hi 


« For now my Morn of Life is roſe to Day, BY He 
„% And ductile Years expand bright Wiſdom's Way. ; 
« From all thoſe Triflers III with Scorn remove, 
« And fix my Heart where Merit bids me love: 0; » 
« With thee my Joy began, with thee ſhall end, 
« Thoy beſt Companion, and thou deare!t Friend.“ 


— 
— 
Fa 
_= 
= Rf er 44g * "x 2 
. K oy. rope AIRY 


Tat LADIES MISCELLANY, 65 


Here Height of Paſſion robb'd him of the Bliſs, 
For Joy is Pain when lifted to Exceſs : 
le ſtarted from the Earth, and rear'd his Head, 100 
© While with his Reſt the airy Viſion fled ; 
Thro' all the gloomy Place he ſtretch'd his Sight, 
By Cynthia favour'd with a twinkling Light ; 
His longing Looks ſurvey'd the lonely Ground, 
To find the Nymph; but when no Nymph he found, 
Again to Slumber he'd reſign his Eyes, 106 
but wiſh'd-for Slumber as unkindly flies, 
bet ſtill the dear Idea haunts his Mind, 
And ſmiles upon him affable and kind: 
Her charming Voice till thrills within his Ear, 110 
? And hx'd he ſtands, as in ſuſpenſe to hear: 
But ſoon theſe airy Phantoms ceas'd to pleaſe, 
2 Fled all away, and with them fled his Eaſe, 
„ What now remains to ſooth his languid Heart, 
"© This flatt'ring Dream but added to his Smart ; 115 
pet tho” it cur'd not, but encreas'd his Pain, 
Ie will'd (ſtrange Force of Love I) to dream again, 
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99 So when the Warriour ſeels an aching Wound, 
He ſeeks no Cure, but ſtill maintains his Ground; 
Hleedleſs of Danger, does at all things dare, 120 
Pants after Glory, and purſues the War, 


— 


Throughout the Gloom, the Swain with Grief and 
Scorn | 


Of all things, but his Faireſt, rov'd till Morn: 
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Yet what avail'd the Morn or Day to him? 
Nought by the Nymph had ſhare of his Eſteem. 12; 


4 


No Glimpſe of Joy cou'd ſooth his pineing Care. 
Divert his Grief, or turn him from Diſpair : 

All Commerce with the World he wiſſi'd to ſhun, 
The Air he hated, and the ſplendid Sun, 

Retir'd to Shades again, and ſigh'd alone: 130 
Or to ſome lonely Cave that's free from Light, 
Where Reſt is wrapt with eternal Night; 

He ſought to ſooth his never-ceaſing Pain, 

And left the Walks of ev'ry joyful Swain. | 
Not even Harmony cou'd give him Reſt, 13; 
Whoſe Charms have Pow'r to ſoath a ſavage Breaſt; 
For gentle SN tun'd a pleaſing Song, 

And Muſick's Softneſs thrill d upon her Tongue; 

Yet he remain'ꝗ unmov'd in deep Diſtreſs, 


Whilſt other Hearers melted into Bliſs. 140 


Thus long he pin'd, and wander'd here and there, 
To ſeek the Nymph, the Cauſe of all his Care; 
But finding none, he beats his panting Breaſt, 
And to the God of Love himſelf addreſs'd : 


Theſe ſuppliant Words his ſullen Silence broke, 14; 


And Echo's felf ſeem'd liſt' ning as he ſpoke. 


« O Thou enchanting Babe! thou lovely Boy! 
«© Thou Son of gentle Venus, heav'nly Joy, 


« Who by thy Pow'r, ar never-failing Skill, 


« Mak'ſt Gods and Men obedient to thy Will; 150 43 


« With lively Influence of thy bright'ning Ray, 
« From vulgar Minds can drive dull Cares away; 
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« Stir them to ſenſual Bliis, and make them great 

« As mighty Monarchs midſt a World of State; 

« But in the noble Soul what Senſe you move, 155 
« Of Virtue, Friendſhip, and eternal Love : 

*. Oh! lay afide thy pointed Arrows now, 

« Thy deadly Poiſon, and thy gilded Bow ! 

« Come with my Mother's {weet endearing Smiles, 
„Her cordial Looks, but not her treach'rous Wiles ;: 
Come to me now with your auſpicious Aid, 161 
„And kindly heal the cruel Wound you've made.“ 


Thus he the Trifler begg'd. but begg'd in vain, 
For Cu pid's chief Delight is Mortal's Pain: 
He ſmiles to ſee a pining Swain's Deſpair, 105 
A tortur'd Slave, and a relentleſs Fair. 
Ah ! heedlefs Lover, to addreſs that Power, 
io think the Hand who gave thee Grief wou'd cure : 
And ſhou'd he make Caſſandra feel his Dart, 
That every Blow might heal a double Smart; 170 
Love ſhoots but one, to cauſe a Lover's Pain, 
For t other's Wound might heal them both again, 


Lut what if Cuid's Joy be Men's Diſtreſs, 
The Joy of YVarus is their am'rous Bliſs: 
She heard the Swain, her Breaſt with Pty mov'd, 
For more he loves than ever Mortal lov'd. 176 
Unaſk'd ſhe lined to his humble Pray'r, 
And made his Suff rings her peculiar Care. 
The gentle Goddeſs wav'd her ſportive Head, 
Commanded filence, and each Pow'r obey'd ; 180 
Enchanting Muſick melted on her Tongue, | 


And thus ſhe ſweetly ſaid, or thus ſhe fang : 
* 


« Where 


=. 68 THE LADIES MiscELLawy. 
« Where is this little God, this treach'rous Boy ? 
ö « Pain of the Earth, altho' of Heav'n the joy: 
y! « Tell me, ye Nymphs, where is my Cupid fled, 
| « What pleaſing Miſchief roves within his Head ? 
3 Go, ſeek the Trifler, whereſoe'er he be, 
4 « Fly, ſwiftly fly, and bring him here to me.” 
With Duty wing'd, they flew like glancing Air, 
Sought ev'ry Place with more than uſual Care: 
At length they found him aiming with his Dart, 
His Bow juſt drawn, to ſtrike a trembling Heart; 
Which ſoon they {eiz'd, and to the Goddeſs brought 
Th affrighted Babe, as quick as human Thought; 
Sullen and fad he look'd, but bowing ſtill, 195 
He aſk'd his Mamma her imperial Will. 
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„ BOOK III. 


The AUuGUMENT. 

$ \:xvs reaſons with Copip concerning the Pains 

„, mortal Minds, which be is the "Author of, 
os FR and commands him to inform Caſſandra of 
Celario's Love, and ts eaſe his Care. Ac- 
cordingly he deſcends unſeen, and finds the 
Nymph ſmiling upon a Crowd of Fops and 
Beats, until Celario (who was before acquain- 
ted where he might find her) comes to the 
yy ſame Place, and tells her his Paſſion. At 
= fr. he meets with a Denial, which Cupid 
By himſelf ſeems to be pleasd with: But Venus 
= reminding him by fame ſecret Intimation of bis 
S Meſſage, he performs it, and privately aſ- 
cends. Alt lengib Caſſundra begins to feel the 
Effects of Love, and permits Hymen 10 ce 
lebrale their Nuptials ; which, with a ſhort Ne- 
lation 25 their mutual Happineſs, concluaes 
be M bole. 
a QI O W Venus ſmiles her little God to ſee, 
RJ And gently lifts him to her tott'ring Knee ; 
Her twining Arms about his Neck ſhe throws, 


A 


N And balmy Kiſſes on his Lips belfows ; 
Receives 


| 
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| Receives him with a Mother's deareſt Joy, ö 
in And ſpeaks thus kindly to her fondling Boy : 
How can you, Cupid, thus delight in Woe, 

« And give ſuch Anguiſh to the World below? 

« Miſtake me not, I do not blame thee, Dear, ö 
4 That thou'rt the Author of a Lover's Care: 10 F 
« But then I'd have thee, after ſome Diſtreſs, 
To crown thy Conqueſt with a gen'rous Blus. 
« Is it not Virtue to be juſt and kind, 

« And give a Cordial to th' aftited Mind? F 
% Ev'n Men themſelves, altho' they connot heal f 
„ The Lover's Pain, a ſoft Compaſſion feel: : 
« And ſhall it e'er be ſaid, that Man's ſo good, 

“ When all is wanting in a pow'rful God ? 

Think better, Child, and eaſe this gentle Swain, 

% Go tell Ca//andra of his careful Pain; 

« Fly to the Fair, and teach her Heart of Steel 

« The pineing Anguiſh which fond Lovers feel; 

ce Inſtruct her well the ſoft'ning Tale of Love, 

« Which we overſelves have deign'd to learn above: 

« Haſte, deareſt Boy, and theſe Commands obey.” 

She ſpoke, he bow'd, and cut his airy Way. 26 


Each gay Attendant in his Station flies, 
And joyful ranges o'er the limpid Skies ; 
By wanton Sparrows drawn, 'his gilded Car f 
Steers by the Wind, and cleaves the yielding Air: , 
To Earth they pinion from the Realms of Light, 
(As Gods are never ſeen by human Sight,) 3 
Clad in a Cloud, and wrapt in ſable Night. ; T 


Thus ſecret and unknown the Fair he found, 


Where ſenſeleſs glitt ring Beaus flood all around, 3; 
| Snatching £ 
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| | Snatching the Glances of her ſparkling Eyes, 

whilſt one rejoices, t' other ſighs, and dies. 

ler Smilies ſhe laviſh'd 'midit this gaudy Crew, 

Frill wing'd by Love, Celario hither flew 

Where Fame had told him he might find his Fair, 40 

or rather guided by his ſhining Star 

FT he heav'nly Venus, who with kind Relief 

FRewarded all his Care, and cas'd his Grief. 

Mhelm'd in a Flood of Joy, he ſcarce cou'd find 

WA Tongue to tell his ever-faithiul Mind: -_ 
Down to the Earth he lowly bow'd his Head, 

BT hen gaz'd upon her Form, and vluſh'd and faid : 

Forgive me, Fair, who bear'ſt ſuch pow'rful Sway, 

And learn'ſt the World, like Gods themſelves, obey. 
* If thus to Beauty's Shrine I trembling move, 50 

pay all my Vows, and dare to tell my Love; 

An Age of Pain for you alone I've born, 

Then do not quit me with an Age of Scorn : 

Let pitying Softneſs all your Boſom warm, 

And love Compaſſion, as you love to charm. 55 

As Heaven on thee its gracious Pow'r beſtow'd, 
Like Heaven be tender, and delight in Gocd : 

No common Motive ſtirs my pureſt Flame, \ 

/ 


— = 


Wich fullies Love with ſelf-tormenting Shame, 
But real Friendſhip, deareſt, beſt eſteem. 60 
Ochers may win thee with more pleaſing Air, 

F But none reſpe& thee with a Faith ſo dear 

0 ſmile upon my Hopes! indulgent Maid, 

And eaſe the Anguiſh which your Eyes have made.“ 


23 


Thus ſpoke the Swain, with Stops and ſeeming Stay, 
| \s if he oft had wanted Words to fav ; 


But 
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But gentle Venus gave her gracious Aid, 
And oft ſhe whiſper'd what he trembling ſaid. 


So when ſome {kilful Poet tunes his Lays, 
And fings of Heav'n, of Love, or Beauty's Praiſe, 
Oit'umes his Meaning faulters on his Tongue, 71 
And Words are wanting to expreſs his Song; 
When ſtraight his Genius to his Aid is brought, 
And Words attend on Words as quick as Thought. 
The beaut'ous Fair, who heard the Lover's 'Tale, 7; 
As kind as if his Speech did all prevail, 
Smil'd at his tim'rous Suit, and thus rejoin'd, 
Tho' oft ſhe vary'd in her ſecret Mind. 


«© *Tis true, Celario, I have heard thy Name, 
Thy Senſe, and Virtues prais'd by ſounding Fame; 
Have heard you love, and pity your Diſtreſs; *+ 
* But what is Pity, when it wants Redreſs? 

I own you juſtly may upbraid my Mind, 
« And call it baſe, obdurate, and unkind : 

* Others may make you happier far than I, 

« 'Tis eaſy to forget my Pow'r and try: 
Or can you teach my Heart how Love ſhall be; 
« I'll grant your Suit, and give it all to thee. 
But now forgive me, if I cann't remove 

% From what I think my Joy, to live on Love, 
„To leave the Pleaſures of a Virgin State, 

“ Admir'd by one alone, is what I hate.“ 


This ſaid, again ſhe ſmil'd, and all round 
The Beaus, with witleſs Laughter, ſhook the Ground, 
Ev'n Cupid's ſelf, unſeen, was pleas'd to hear 53Þ 
Theſe cruel Words, and fee the Swain's Deſpair ; | 
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ad ſeem to ſpeak in both their conſcious Eyes; 

ine Nymph began to hate the gaudy Train, 

nd think on none but her devoted Swain. 

Some fair Excuſe ſhe made, and left the Place, 
While ſad Confuſion fat on ev'ry Face: 110 
Erne glitt'ring Beaus with little Pain retir'd, 

For by their Eyes is ev'ry Nymph admir'd. 

oe ſome more ſimple She they'll now remove, 
wear idle Vows, and prattle ſenſeleſs Love ; 

ET retend to cruel Pain, and ſoft Diſtreſs, 115 
nd win thoſe Beauties who are won by Dreſs ; 
Woe chief Delight is diff 'rent Means to try, 

o make thoſe gaudy Foplings ſigh and die: 


at if to mend ſome Hand unſkilful tries, 
The Work grows tainted, and the Picture dies. 


y - or Paſſion, as he thought, did ſeem to ſpeak 
uin her Breaſt, and pleaded for his ſake, 
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But kinder Venus, by ſome ſecret Way, 11 
The trifling God reminded to obey: C 1 
When ftraight he level'd his unwilling Dart, 4 
It faintly flew, but touch'd the Virgin's Heart: 100 1 
A Lover's Softneſs, which ſhe bluſh'd to find, 9 
Seizd on her ſtubborn Breaſt, and mov'd her Mind. | 
The little Archer made no longer ſtay, 


But, call'd by Venus, ſwiftly fled away. | 4 


Now gen'rous Paſſions in each Breaſt ariſe, 


thouſand various Arts and Ways they have 


So oft” unſpotted Forms in Picture ſhine, 
he Canvaſs ſeems to live, the Work divine: | 


Yet drown'd in Care, the nobler Swain withdrew, 125 
nd to his kinder Pair he quickly flew ; 


ol When 
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Then what Deſires in Female Minds can be? 
What Wiſhes can they have, which Love can't ſee?? 
Again he tells her of his true ReſpeR, 131 
And now ſhe hears him with no mean Neglect; 

But all propitious to his ſuppliant Pray'r, 

She ſtopt his Speech, and thus redreſs'd his Care. 


*« Too much you've ſuffer'd for Caſſandra's fake, We 
« And ſome Return my Reaſon bids me make; 145 
« Or it wou'd be ungrateful and untrue, 
« And that wou'd pain me more, than Love pains you : 
For ſure no other Fault can be, . b 
As baſe. Ingratitude has ſeem'd to me. 140 
«« Yet why did you not ſeek ſome private Time ? 
«+ For tho' no Fame can ſay your Love's a Crime, 
«« You ſhou'd have whiſper'd in a Virgin's Ear; 
« For Love's a Tale they ever bluſh to hear: 
«« But ſtill in Honour's ſacred Ways purſue, 1:8 
« And all my future Thoughts ſhall ſmile on you.” | 
A ſweet Vermillion Bluſh her Cheeks o' er- ſpread, 4 
While on his panting Breaſt ſhe lean'd her Head. 4 


m_ 


And now ſuch Joy's Exceſs, ſuch heav'nly Pow'r 
The Lover feels, as ne'er was felt before; 150 
A boundleſs Pleaſure leapt in ev'ry Part, | 
And Raptures revell'd at his panting Heart. 

No greater Bleſſing cou'd his Wiſh defire, 
Nor ev'n Ambition” ſelf to happier Thoughts aſpire. 


At length glad Hymen, ever juſt and kind, ol 
Joins both their Hands, with which their Hearts are join. 
The facred Pow'rs of Love behold with Pride, [ 
A faithful Bridegroom, and a happy Bride. ; 
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an Nature ſmiles, and looks more bright and gay, 
Io hail their Joys, and bleſs the glorious Day. 
Their well-pair'd Minds the Marriage Pleaſures prove, 
And taſte the Sweets of Harmony and Love: 
Vo loud domeſtick Jars their Eaſe moleſt, 

£ But each in t' other's Temper truly bleſt, 
partakes the Balm of ſoft and pleaſing Reſt, 

5 They live together with a dear Efteem, 

He joys in her alone, and ſhe in him. 

It ever in her Mind ſhe hid a Care, 

To him unknown, ſhe robb'd him of his Share: 
$ Whene'er he talk'd, ſhe liſt'ned to his Tongue, 
sweet Songs of her he made, which ſhe as ſweetly ſung. 
And till as Time with ſtealing Swiftneſs flies, 
Fach finds in t other's Soul new Beauties riſe. 
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170 


With him her laſting Charms will ever ſtay, 


And not with Youth, like other's, glide away: 175 
For that fair Virtue which to her is giv'n, 


Forms in his Thoughts the trueſt Senſe of Heav'n. 


Wich her his Truth his Friendſhip, and his Love. 
Will &er remain, and not with Time remove; 


Such Tenderneſs and Faith their Thoughts employ, 180 
That ev'ry Moment brings new Scenes ef Joy. 

No other State they chuſe, and think there's none 

So truly happy, as they think their own, 


1 They gaze on no one with reproachful Eyes, 
The Great nor envy, nor the Mean defpile ; 185 


But all their Wiſhes in the bliſsful State 
Are fix'd, and conſtant as eternal Fate. 
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Thus, O ye Fair-Ones! may ye all receive, 
With Men of Senſe, the Joy this State can give ! 
May ye who ſtudy Virtue's golden Rules, 19 
Avoid the Herd of noiſy flutt'ring Fools, 
Who prattle Stories of each harmleſs Fair. 
Whom plighted Oaths and broken Vow: enſnare. 
They tell how Fair-Ones for the Fopling griev'd, 
And boaſt of Favours which they ne'er receiy'd. 1 
Their buſy Scandal taints the brighteſt Day, 1 
And blaſts that Honour which they can't betray: 
Nor do they think that Senſe, with Virtue join'd, 
178 Can eer be found within a Female Mind : : 
7% But fill purſue the Bad, who pleaſe and vex 20 

Cf With all the Arts and Lewdneſs of the Sex. 
| | From Face to Face their fickle Fancies rove, 
14 Thro' Error's Way they call the Wilds of Love. 
if The Gifts of Nature they but ill employ, ; 
And look on Marriage as the Grave of Joy. 203 
Yet theſe are Thoughts ungen' rous and unjuſt, 
41 And thus they think, becauſe they dare not truſt: 
„ But ſtill let Fools the Marriage - State deſpiſe, 
Tis Heav'n to them who can be truly wiſe. 
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At the Beginning of the Dook in the Inc ocation of Veil 
and Phœbus, inflead. of your, read thy aud thin 1 
Throughout, | 


- Tad 


The ISH. 


To a Young Lady, on the coming 
in of the 


NEW-YEAR. 


ne 
May'ſt thou ne'er — a Sigh, or know 
a Care, 
But Bliſs ſucceed with each ſucceeding Year. 
May Joys improve on Joys, as Day on Day, 
And all thy Moments paſs with Down away; 
H 3 
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May Health and Plenty ev'ry Hour attend, 
And Life be ſweeten'd with a faithful Friend. 
Let Angels guard thy Form, and heav'nly Grace 
Adorn thine Actions, as it glads thy Face; 
Truth ſhine around, and Virtue wait thy Nod, 
"Tis real Joy to be compleatly good. 

And when relentleſs Death ſhall claim his Right, 
And call thy Beauties to the Realms of Night ; 
When thy fair Soul ſhall from Confinement fly, 
Die without knowing what's the Pain to die 

On the ſoft Wings of Sleep may'ſt thou remove, 
And add new Bliſſes to the Bleſs'd above. 
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The CAPTIVE. 


Was in that Scaſon when ſoft Showr's 
Deſcending, wake the riſing Flow'rs 3 
When Nature do's her Joys diſcloſe, 
And gentle Zephyr ſweetly blows : 

| When ſmiling ſpring makes equal Day, 
And curling Rills thro' Valleys play: 

When warbling Birds ſalute the Grove, 

And ev'ry Scene's a Heav'n of Love; 

Matilda in a pleaſing Shade, 

Sat ſinging on a Vi'let Bed; 

Where Roſes fann'd with ambient Air, 

Gave fragrant Kiſſes to the Fair: 

The Flocks came ſkipping from the Plains, 

To hear the ſoft deluding Strains. 

The Streams ſtood fill, the Trees did bend, 
birds dropt their Pinions to attend. 

Tue Sean Fauns in num'rous Throng, 

Cane crowding to the charming Song: 

. And all the high celeſtial Gods 

Vat liſb ning in their bleſs'd Abodes. 

So dying Swans on flutt'ring Wing, 

In Sedges of Maander ſing: 


Tl 
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So when Uly/zs ſteer'd along | 

The wat'ry Main, the Syrens ſung. 
Alexis heard the Nymph he found, 
But raviſh'd by th' enchanting Sound, 
His Hearing loſt the vaſt Delight 

And gaye Succeſſion to his Sight 
Which ſoon was Captive to a Face, 
Which Beatuty's Heaven ſeem to grace; 
And blooming Bluſh did more adorn, 
Than fweet Vermillon of the Morn. 

Or the delightful golden Ray 

Of Phebus, ſcatt'ring round the Day : 
When ſhady Twilight never ſhrouds, 

Or wraps his Face in gloomy Clouds, 

But as the View of Forms fo bright, 

By ſtedfaſt gazing blinds the Sight; 

So now the Shepherd faw no more, 

But by Idea to adore. 

Next he receiv'd her balmy Breath, 

A Senſe which till o'er-triumph'd Death; 
Which pleaſant ſeem'd as Phœnix Neſt, 
Or all the Treaſures of the Eaft - 

More fragrant than the Breath which moves, 
The whiſp'ring Leaves in /d4a's Groves, 
And richer than the Sweets diſtill'd, 

Of ev'ry Flow'r in ev'ry Field: 

Three Senſes thus the Swain enjoy'd, 
The which Exceſs of Bliſs deſtroy'd ;. 
The other two the Fair deny'd, 

The Shepherd humbly bow'd, and dy'd. 
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F ever Charms did Laura move, *1 
Or Beauty ever ſhow 1 

A worthy Triumph of her Love, 4 
It * muſt be now. 


Yet turn, O turn thoſe radiant Eyes ! | 
View not th' extatic Joy; {\ 
Believe me, Fare-One, Beauty may | 


Its beauteous ſelf deſtroy. 


As once Narciſſus fondly view'd 

A Form of leſſer Pow'r, | 
In the clear Bceſfom of a Flood, . | 
And languiſh'd to a Flow'r. | 
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If then upon his Form to gaze, 

Did force himſelf to pine; 
What muſt it be to view a Face 
So lovely fair as thine ? 


Yet as the Charms you juſtly boaſt, 
May well encreaſe Deſire, 

Let not a Wiſh or Thought be loſt, 
But ſtill, O ſtill admire ! 


And if, as coy Narciſſus pin'd, 

Your Form a Change receives, 
May I charge too, to ſome ſoft Wind,, 
And breathe amidſt the Leaves. 
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k Occa ſion d by ſeeing a Young Labr | 
in a GARDEN. ll 
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EE where the fair Caſandra lies, 105 

| Upon yon purple vi'let Bed, | 

Where bluſhing Roſes kiſs her Eyes, 
And bowing Laurels crown her Head, 


Vhat Odours now can ye diſcloſe ? 
Ye fading Flow'rs, what beauteous Hue ? 
Where is the Fragrance of the Roſe ? 
| And where the Vr let's purple Blue? 


O Lilly, faireſt Flow'r, and beſt, 
Where is thy Virgin. Whiteneſs now? 
Canſt thou encounter with her Breaſt, 
That lovely Breaſt more white than Snow? 
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| Her Cheek out-does the Roſe's Red, 
| The Vi'let's Blue, her lively Eye; 
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When ſhe is near, ye all muſt fade, 
And lowly bow your Heads and die, 


For fee above the radiant Sun, 
That every Sun which makes ye fair, 
Shrinks in a Cloud to be out-done, 
And bluſhes.at the ſight of her. 


But ah! the Time will ſwiftly glide, 

And all her bright, her heav'nly Pow'r, 
Shall languiſh like this Summer's Pride, 

And that fair Face ſhall charm no more, 


Go, ſweeteſt Breeze, and whiſper this, 
With Caution to Caſſandra's Ear; 
Then ſteal a ſoft, a balmy Kiſe, 
And gently tell her what J bear, 


Tell her that Love does court her Prime, 

A Love ſincere, by Heav'n! I vow; 
Again remind her of her Time, 

And let her kindly bleſs me now. 
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Being turn'd into a 
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SED fn EAR Holhbourn-Bars, that diſmal Place, 
FI Eg VV hich leads to Shame and foul Diſgrace, 
: 2 To Tybourn Tree, that grim Triangle, 
Where /ittle Rogurs ſo often dangle. 
There long has ſtood an Inn of Court, 
Where Fools to Great Ones oft reſort, 

To plunge into the Rav'nous Maw, 

Of that fell Monfer call'd the Law, 

Within this Inn of Court, a Hall, 

Where noily Larryers us'd to baw], 

& Diſpute, and Lye ; as ſome Folks think,“ 

But oft'ner much to Eat and Drink; 


4 * Here the Society us'd to Dine in Commons in Herm 
133 
Time, and often diſpute — Matters of Lazy 
Do's 
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Do's lift it's ſhatter'd Head fo humble, 

As if twou'd ev'ry Moment tumble. 

Of This, the Muſe a Change ſhall tell, 
AroLLo grant ſhe do it well; 

Fam'd Ov ip if ycu pleaſe to look, 

Has not one ſuch in all his Book : 

'The once he told us of a Yeoman, 

Tf I miſtake not nam'd PyiLEMON, 
Whom Saints from Heav'n, to play the Farce on, 
Did metamorphiſe to a Parſon, 

And as he lov'd Religion well, 

Into a Church transform'd his Cell. 
Strange is that Tale, but ſomething ſtranger, 
Is this I Sing, the ſudden Change here, 

Is much the Truer, therefore better, 

As well in Matter, as in Metre. 

This Hall at firſt for Law deſign'd, 

To Goſpel now with Age inclin'd, 

A Place in which ſome play'd She Knawe in, 
They now pretend your So, to ſave in, 
'Transform'd to Church without a Steeple, “ 
Hopes by the Prayers of Chriſtian People, 
In its late Years it may attone, 

For Ills which here in Youth were done; 
Thus ſome Old Rake thro' Age and Poxes, 
Forc'd to give o'er Amours, and Doxes, 
Turns Saint t'eſcape Old Satan's Clutches, 
And hopes to get to Heav'n on Crutches, 
Put to proceed by juſt Degrees, 

The Boards where Clients paid their Fees, 
On which were ſhar'd great Sums of Wealth, 
As Redbers ſhare their gains from ſtealth; 


Tis not call'd a Chappel by the Members of the S. 


giety, but a Church, 
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A Pulpit grew, its Love of Gain, 
N | \[ay it not thus transform'd retain, 
Vor the Learn'd Pr teſt refuſe to preach, 
; Unleſs the Caſh be in his Reach; 
The Table too, as I'm a Sinner, 

On which was diſh'd up many a Dinner, 
Converted now to Desk appears, 

And fills no longer Mouths, but Ears ; 
5 For there the Cler to diſmal Note, 
With Sternbold's Rhimes extends his Throat, 
Which all their Teeth on Edge do ſet, 
EF nd to their Stomachs gives a Whet ; 
Howe'er this Song of Godly Sort, 
Tho' tis not very iweet, is ſhort, 
Erde Desk of Roaſtmeat ſmells ſo ſtrong, 
U makes the Clerk for Dinner long, 
And call a ſingle Slave in hait 
FT hat what he Smells he ſoon Ay Tate, 
Wichin this Hall, each corner Hole, 
Where many a merry mellow Soul, 
WF or private Purpoſes withdrew, 
1 now converted to a Peau, 
Nn which preſerv'd by former Stains, 


e * 


he ſame Narcotic Pow'r remains; 


For as with Meat and Wine oppreſt, 
Epome here have laid compos'd to Reſt, 

4 do now with Pray'rs and Sermons more, 

To faſter Sleep compos'd they ſnore. 
Wind as with Clock each Church is grac'd, 
Po o'er the Door an Old one plac'd. 
Vhich us'd to tell the Time of eating, 


ow tells the Hour of Solemn meeting, 
1.2 
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Sammons the Lawyers here to Prayers, 
Confirms the Truth the Priz/ declares, 
That Time is ſhort, and fix'd our Doom, 
That Death will like a Bai/:F come; 

Arreſt even Bums in Retribution, 
Bring Judgment on, and Execution; 
Attended with the diſmal Doom, 
Of ſome Infernal Dungeon's Gloom, 
Where faſt lock'd down, chain'd Hand:, and Feet, 
Much worſe than Priſ'ners in the Fleet, 
'They'il ſee all hopes of Freedom vain, 
Themſelves us'd worſe, if they complain; 
Find Wardens more, and more uncivil, 
Than H--g--ins, B n ge, or the Devil. 
Bat Lawyers careleſs of your End, 
Nor without [zt'reft us'd to lend; * 
Will not vouchſaſe to lend a Far, : 


To all the Preacher threats here. 


ln Words of Sacred Writ w're told, 

2 3:3t once among the Fes of old, 

{And ſince I fear the ſame has been, 
'Mong'it 'Fexuiþ Chriſtians often ſeen,) 
The Houſe of Gop, a Den was made, 
Where Th-ves like L-wy-rs drove a Trade 
But now we find a Change more odd, 


A Den of Thieves, turn'd Hoſe of Gop, 
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PROLOGUE 
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MASTER WEAVERS 


O F H E 


City of Norwich. 


Spoken by a Comepian There. 


[I, learned Athens when with Godlike 
A 2 (pow'r, 
0 The Stage aroſe, and Vices rag'd no 


TA Fa} (more; 
: =3> When Mortal Goodneſs bore a pompous 
(ſway, 


| | And We poor Kings, who Rule but in a Play, 
Tl aught real Kings, true Virtue to obey. 


Frnen was the Time Applanſes were beſtow” d, 
Aud Tuneſul Potts charm'd the liſt' ning Crowd: 


1 With 
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With juſt eſteem, a Player was careſs'd, 
He prais d the moſt, who ſpoke the Po Ex beſt. 

By Commic Wit, and melting Tragic Scenes, 

We ſure may pleaſe then where Minerva Reigns. 

This is her Guardian Place: Th' immortal Maid, 

O'er Wit preſides, and your Miſterious Trade 

Ev'n Gop's themſelves, amidſt the Courts of Fove, 
Glitter in Golden Robes her Fingers Wore ; 

Of Heav'nly Lyres they Tune the trembling Strings, 
And each bright Verſe ſhe Forms, an Ax Sings. 

Ye artful Fav'rites of the Sacred Qu EEx, 

Be kindly preſent at each Nightly Scene : 

Juſtly we'll Aim to Paint each Poe Ts Thought, 

And preach the Sermons good Old Sn AKESFTFAR Wrote, 
ConGREVE ſhall ſometimes with his Mirth invite, 

The firſt inſtru Ye, and the laſt delight; 

No Harlequin Uſurp where Heros ſtood, 

Nor for Buffoonery, be deaſm'd a Gop. 

No Oye 4's ſhall Charm, but ſuch as Gav's, 

No Scenes of Art, but moral Senſe in Plays. 

Then glad Us with your Smiles, and may that Age 
With Triumph riſe, when STUFFS ſhall grace the Stage. 
When Wives from Marriage Bondage ſhall Eſcape, 

If they muſt mourn - -- - Why let them mournin Cate? 
Let ſtiff Brocades, and gaudy S7/ks decline, 

While CALLIMANCO's more deſerv'dly ſhine, 

No glitt'ring Dreſſes for our Plays be made, 
But All be furniſh'd from your Artful Trade, 
So by the Profit of this grateful 'T'own, 

We may preſume much to advance our own, 
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| Spoken by Mr.—— Comedian at 1 
| NORWICH 1 
age. 
'S : —_— _< HE N ſrom the Clouds a Silver Show'r of | 
+ \\þ (Snow, 
' O'er Mountains fly, and hide the Plains 
(below, 


The bright'ning Fleeces ey a riſing ball, 
And Circling gather as they feebly fall. 
But when the Flaming San's reſiſtleſs Ray, 
Breaks thro? thoſe Clouds, and yields a Flood of Day, 
The Snow-balls melt, and murm'ring glide away. 
So when a Beau, or ſome relentleſs Cit, 
* T akes all we Act, for Maſtacre of Wit, 
Frowns heap on frowas, and gather thro” the Pitt. 
I 4 Like 
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Like Phebus then, when ſome Auſpicious Fair, 
Yields but a Smile, Frowns vaniſh into Air. 
Hear me yeBELLEs, and grant us your eſteem, 
O Smile at Random, but with Caution blame. 
When Mournful Hero's tell ſome trembling Care, 
And all the Paſſion rages in the Play 'r, 

Think tis ſome Fav'rite whiſp'ring in your Ear. 
Let gentle Sweetneſs all your Boſoms warm, 
And love Compaſſion, as ye love to Charm; 

O1 yay ſhall move ye with his mildeit Art, 
Sure he'as the ſofteſt ways to melt a Heart ; 
Who can be Deaf to ſad CasTraL109's Cries, 
And who not bleed when poor Mox1M 1a Dies. 
Come Ladies be but kind, and may you live, 


"Midi all the Joys which Fortune's ſelf can give, 


May Men be true, and not the leaſt deceive. 
May dying Sparks direct ye from the Spleen, 
Aud none live Single when they're paſt Fifteen ; 
May Beauty ne'er grow Old, nor ever fade, 


And grant kind Heav n] no Woman Dies a Maid. 
Nay, now ye frown - - - - - well, we have power to move, 


Tis but a melting Scene, a Tale of Love: 
And Tears will fall, fo ſhall our hopes revive, 


Plants water'd by ſuch Show'rs muſt ſurely thrive, 
The Earth may droop when Sol's Meridian Beams, 


Blazes abroad, and parch it with his Flames, 
But when he milder yields his pleaſing pow'r, 
And gently ſhines thro* ſome deſcending ſhow'r, 
With plent'ous Joy it's grateful products nod, 
And ſpeak the Glories of a bounteous God. 


— 
I 


* * 
ö 


AP 


Shepherd's ANSWER, 
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TOA 


| GrnTiLEMAN' s asking him what 


he was. 


L650) N a Shepherd and Marri'd, ſure none can agree, 
Or are bleſt with content like my Naum and 


ae me:? 
"RAGE No Man ſure enjoys ſuch a bleſſing in life 


As I (thank the Gods /) with a beautiful wife; 


When the bonny red Morning appears in the Skies, 
And the Sun, and my Nanny have open'd their eyes 
I give her kiſs - - -- then we ſhake off all Sleep 


She hie's to her dairy and I to my Sheep ; 


The Birds they awake too, and ſing up the Day, 


My Lambs are ſo merry they nothing but play ; 
The Fields are fo pleaſant, fo ſweet is the Breeze, 
Streams murmur to ſoftly, ſo green are the Trees, 
My Dog waggs his Tail too, as if he wou'd ſpeak 


The Joy which he bears for his Miſtreſſ's fake 
Thus 
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Thus I make my Diverſion, the Bus'neſs I do, 
And dare to engage, ſo my Nanny does too: 

At length by the Sun when 1t comes to be noon, 

A diſh of good broth, with a plain wooden Spoon, 
Is brought by my Dear, or whatever jt be 

We eat it together, ſet under a Tree ; 

Now a i, and we part, but not to remain 

For when the Sun's ſet, I ſhall ſee her again; 

Tis then I fecure my Sheep and go home, 

And to meet me half way my Nanny does come, 

As we walk with each other, we prattle of love 
And pray, and give thanks to the great God above 
With riches and times we ne'er trouble our Head, 
But with Mili or with Chee/e we Sup, and to bed; 
There I am as happy as any great Man, 

And pleaſe her as much as an Emperor can: 

One Child I have got and that 1s a Son, 

We Care for no more, nor wou'd we have none ; 
He's like my dear Dame, and [I'll learn him to keep 
My Cottage i in order, and tend a few Sheep, 
Whatever is ours he'll have when we dye, 


God grant he be bleſt, and contented as TI, 


Edward and Suſan : 


A 


BALLAD: 


No filver Stars were ſeen, 
33 in a cold and wintry Cloud, 
Midſt Bleaky Showr's of rain. 


Unfaithful Edward's treach'rous Step, 

To Suſau's dwelling came; 
Jong he pretended to have Su'd, 
And lov'd the gentle Dame. 


His ent'rance at this fatal Hour, 
The Innocent allow'd, 
Ungrateful Edvard ſilent ſmil'd, 
Then kiſs'd her Lips and bow'd. 


With am'rous Toy he firſt began, 
Her Snowy boſom preſs'd, 


But ſhe in honour's ſtricteſt rule, 
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Vow'd that he lov'd her more than Life, 
And beg'd he might be bleſt. 


Had train'd her gentle Mind; 
Is this your Love to me ſhe ſaid ? 
_ Unyrateful and unkind. 


In dreadful rage of hated Luſt, 
Her purple Blood to ſpill, 


He drew his Sword and ſwore ſhe dy'd : A 
If ſhe refus'd his will. 
With trembling fear ſhe ſigh'd and thought, I. 
Each moment to be Slain; 
Help? help? Ok! help? for Heavens fake, Th 
She cry'd, but cry'd in vain. 
Whole floods of Tears like filver dew, A} 
From off the Lilly's head, | 
Fell down her white and pearly Neck, dhe 
Unhappy! lovely Maid. 

The thoughts of looſing all her Charms, The 
That they muſt turn to Clay ; 

To think of dying when ſo Young. Soft 
Induc'd her to obey. 

Her bleeding Heart did oft miſgive, | Now 

She pray'd, ſhe wept and figh'd:; 1 

But when her precious Jewel loſt, Or at 

Much better had ſhe dy'd. J 


The faithleſs Wretch now flys her Charms, 
Thoſe very charms he Swore, 
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To Nouriſh with his utmoſt Care, 
He now regards no more. LS 


Her bed ſhe waters with her Tears, 1 
And beats her panting Breaſt, ALPS 
Her hand fupports her drooping Head, 
But ſhe can find no reſt; 


Au length the raddy Morning roſe, 
She bluſh'd, to ſee the Day; 


And curs'd the Night, that fatal Night, 
In which the did Obe. 


The guilt, which guilt was not her own, 
So black was in her Eye; 

That tho' at Death ſhe ſtarted firſt, 
She now reſolv'd to Dye. 


- 


A pois'nous Drug, Oh! mournful Tale, 
Within a filver Bowl © 

She mix'd - - then ſipꝰd the deadly Juice, 

And breath'd away her Soul. 


The ſcarlet of her Lips grows pale, 
Her Eyes no luſtre boaſt ; 

Saft Mufick dies upon her Tongue, 
And all her Charms are lot. 


Now Edward think what thou haſt done, 
| Repent e'er 'tis too late; 

Or at the dreadful Day of Doom, 

Expect thy wretched Fate. 


K. | To 
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To Thee I ſend; whoſe Bam {ure will 
— (move, | 

With ſoſt Compaſiion, for the trueſt 333 
The ſacred Virtue Which around you Shine, 
Muſt Teach you to reward a Heart like mine: 
Oh! ſay thou Fountaiu of my Hope nd Fear, 
Wilt thou receive a Lover to thy Care? 
Forget the Grandeur which thou well might" claim, 
'Think-I/ealth and Title, but an empty Name, | 
And kmdly liſten to my plaintift Theme. 
But ah ! what ſoft Deſcriptions can I find? 
What Words ſo tender to expreſs my Mind? 
In Thee alone my utmoſt I iſbes tend, 
And long to claim Thee as my deareſt Friend; 
Not all the Riches of the Indian Shore, 
go much I Lowe, cou'd make me Love Thee more, 
Long have thy Charms been ſocial to my Thought, 


N Nor cou'd my ſtrict inquiry find a Fault, 
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So bright thy Virtue ſhines within mine Eye, 
That my r Sa Love can never dim 
No common Motive does my Thoughts employ, | 
A guſt of Paſſion, and a Moment's Foy. | 
But real Friendſhip which can ne'er decay, 
Whil'ſt Reaſon guides my ever growing Day, 
Thy graceful Conduct, and thy Senſe refin'd, 
So ſteals upon my Breaſt, and moves my Mind, 
That Ages of Diſcourſe when ſpent with you, 
Is Rill engaging, and for ever new; 
With pleaſing Tranſport ev'ry Word you ſay, 
Finds to my Heart, a foft, and eaſy Way; 
I gaze upon Thee with no /en/val End, - 
And loſe the Woman in my wiſh'd for Friend. 
Then where's the Pow'r that can my Love controul, 
V Ren 'tis not for thy Form, but for thy Soul; 
With Thee I Wiſh not to be Rich, or Great, 
And only ſhare a plentiful Eſtate, 
But Wiſh for chat which makes a happy Life, 
A dear Companion, and a faithful Wife: 
Thoſe T yes of Nature, and thoſe Joys of Love. 
The beſt Tranquility to Minds will prove, 
For what are Riches when true Bliſs is flown, 
When Love the Cordial of our Life is gone ; 
Then grant me Heav's, and You its Image here? 
This Center of my ſoys, this chiefeſt Pr oy”'r ? 
Make me, but what alone I With to be, 
And let me find true Happineſs in Thee? 
Take me a joyful Partner to thy ſelf, j 
Scorn to be courted by ungen'rous Pelf, 5 
K 2 
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But let me lead you to the Path of Joy, | 
Where Youth ſhall never ade, nor Beanty oy; 
Where Life, like peaceful Riv'lets gently glides, 
And where calm Reaſon, and Reflection guicles ; 
Where ſweet Society ſhall drive Debate, + 
Aud Jars Domeſtic, from our kindred State ; 
Where dear Sincerity ſhall always flow, 
Diſarming Pain, and ſoft'ning ev'ry Woe ; 
Where Hand in Hand we'll tread this Mortal Sage, 
And with true Friendſhip, lead on cheerful Age. 
Nor ſhall you Wiſh, or Sigh for ought in vain, 
Or ever of my broken Faith complain; 
I But all the Moments of my Life ſhall prove, 


To thee Obedient, and molt true ta Love. 


* 


IC XA I. ſays he hates a Poet, 
Fa Pray what's the Reaſon ? Does he know it? 
Yes Faith, tis nat'ral for a Fool, 
To hate the Wits ; convert the Rule, 
The Wits hate him; both Reaſons ſtated, 
The Fellow hates, becauſe he's Hated, 


V EPIGRAM. 
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Yung LADY 


MourninG for the Death of her 
LOY5K 


EASE, ceaſe your Mourning lovely 
(Maid? 
Nor ſhade thoſe bright enliy” ning 
(Eyes, 
Oh ! Spare your Tears for him who's 
(Dead ? 
And kindly pity Him who dies. 


Your Damon I indeed believe, 
Had every Virtue Man cou'd boaft, 
Vet 'tis too much for You to grieve, 


If even all the Sex were loſt. 


That Kixcs mutt leave their Crowns, and die, 
The Mighty Pow'rs of Heav'y Ordain, 


It muſt be juſt, that's done on High, 
And we oa Earth ſhou'd not com, lain. 
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Then let thoſe Eyes which glad Mankind, | 
_ "Gwe pleaſure to a dying Slave? | . 1 


Sure CELIA boaſts a noble Mind 
„A will por kill whom the can fag B 
| Tell Me what haye your Mind deereed, 
| And do not thus requite my Pain? F 
Becauſe You mourn. for Da MON Dead, 
= You make Me mourn like You in vain, _ 0 


If what I feel can never ſpeal 


| | The Love, and all the Truth I owe, C 
| What greater 'Torments for your ſake, 
Shou'd wretched $7rephor undergo. +- Fe 


Others a prettier form may boaſt, 


A handiome Face, or ſuch like pow'r, T. 
But Oh! I find it to my colt, | 
That never Savain can love you more, N. 


Will You not then forget the Dead? 
Thrice happy Damon, did you know, 
A Truth (as our Divines have faid,) | 
Thoſe 'Things on Earth the Living do, 


But other Joys employ your Care, 

We know not what is Heav' above, 
Yet. You my Celia know that here, 

We think our Heaw'n is only Love. 


- I — —ũäC2—P—F—ͤ ————— 


| They fay 'tis fancy makes our bliſs, 
1 Think Celia, think, that I am he, 
Whoſe Death you mourn, to ſuch exceſs, 
As him you lov'd, Love only me. 
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Think me to be what Damon was, 
When Smiles were ſeated on his Brow, 
But not that cold and Clay-like Maſs, 
Which pale Ey'd Death has made him now. 


For word not all your kind eſteem,. 
Fly from you at the ga/tly Sight, 

Of ſuch a dreadful Thing as him, 
Wrapt in Eternal ſable Night. 


Conſider well thou /owely Maid, 

Now Youthful Time is in your pow'r, 
For You, yourſclf muſt once be Dead, 

And all your Beauties ſhine no more. 


Thoſe Eyes ſhall loſe their Blaze of Day, 
| The Roſes in your Cheeks be pale, 
No Muſick on your Tongue ſhall ſtay, 
Nor from your Lips ſhall ſweets exhale. 


But all the Glories you can boaſt, 
The Tyrant Death ſhall quite deftroy, 
And even thoſe who Lowes you moſt, 


Will hate you as their bane to Joy. 


Come, come,. my Celia ceaſe to mourn, 


Dry up thoſe Tears, and ſpread your Charms, 
As Damon never can return, 


Take faithful Strephon to your Arms, 


Reflect my Deareſt if you grieve, 

For one who dy'd, as Fortune will'd, 
Much more of Reaſon will you have, 

For one whom your unkindne!: X d. 
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Swe TALE 


OF A 
Country SQUIRE. 
lan of wiſdom may diſguiſe 
Net His knowledge, and not ſeem too wile : 
675 But, take it for a conſtant rule, 
EN There's no concealing of a Fool. 


: & Of this the inſtances are plenty; 
: But one may ſerve as well as twenty. 


A worthy Knight, with good eſtate, 
Prov'd to be ſo unfortunate, 
That, with great coſt and fruitleſs care, 


f le rear'd a Blockhead to his heir. 
} But, hoping it wou'd mend the breed, 
F Shou'd he ſome prudent Damſel wed, 


He ſent him out to court a Lady, 
Whoſe Father he'd engag'd already. 


But, 
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But, firſt, he charg'd him, on his bleſſing, 
To keep in mind this eafy leſſon. 
HumPHRY, fays he, what &'er you do, 
Take heed your words be very few: 

Ear you'll be counted wiſe, fo long 

As you have wit to hold your tongue. 
Then never feed too greedily 

On cuſtard, pudding, or ſweet pye; 
Leſt your ungovern'd appetite 

Bring ſhame and forrow m the night. 
But Joan ſhall go, and he'll adviſe ye, 
And, let me tell you, Jon's no niſey. 
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- Here, Jo nx, you mind, give NumPs a touch, 


Whene'er he talks, or eats too much. 
Be ſure take heed he don't neglect, 
To pay the Gentry great reſpect; 

And all out ſervices expreſs 

In handſome terms with good addrefs. 


Inftruted thus, they both took horſe, 
And tow'rds the Lady bent their courſe. 
Whil'ſt Joux perform'd the teacher's part, 
Nuurs got his compliments by heart; 
Which he deliver'd in ſuch guiſe, 

They thought him tolerably wife: 

He held his tongue, this ſeem'd to be 

A token of his modeſty. 

All paſs'd on well *till fupper came : 

Oh hateful meal ! oh hateful name 

Vile author of poor Humynxy's ſhame ! 
From ev'ry diſh moſt nicely dreſt 

Th' old Lady ſtill ſupply'd her gueſt. 


All 
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All with aſtoniſhment beheld 

His plate oft empty, often fill'd. 

He eat; Joux pull'd, and pull'd again. 
The pulls, O Jonx, were all in vain: 
For when he'd cramm'd up to the throat, 
In came an apple-pye to boot. 

When Madam ſaw how fond an. eye 
He caſt upon the ſmoaking pye, 

She AIPd his plate fix inches high. 
Jokx gave his elbow many a : twitch, 


Thought he, our Joux may kiſs my b. h 


"Ts apple-pye, I'll eat my fill, 
Let conſequence be What it will. 
Fatal reſolve! I dread to tell 
The conſequences which befell. 
Let ſordid nightmen tell the reſt, 
Who reliſh the unſav'ry Jeſt,. 


My dainty Muſe wou'd fain. have done: 


But truth commands, ſhe muſt go on, 
Tis for repentance now too late: 


The fiſh has gorg'd the ſlippery bait. 


In the beſt bed the Squire muſt lye, 
And Joux in truckle bed Juſt by; 
Who ſlept till diſmal voice and groan 
At midnight cry'd, O help! dear Io, 
Or elſe for ever I'm undone: 


For Heaven's ſake find ſome excuſe, 
The dev'liſh apple pye s broke looſe 


And as I lay upon't, and roll'd it; 


The bed's ſcarch big enough to. hold it. 


Join wak'd, and thus began to pray, 
The Devil take all fools, I fay ; 


Wh 
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Why, choak ye, eat it up again, 

And lick the ſheets and bolſter clean. 

- -- What can be done? here take my ſhirt, 
And F'll come wallow in the dirt. 

Do you get up as ſoon as light, 

III lye, and try to ſet all right. 


So faid, ſo done; up got the Squire, 
And Juno x lay tumbling in the mire. 
He lay 'till two briſk Laſſes come 
To make the bed, and clean the room. 
Soon in the damaſk bed friend o 
Was 'fpv'd half dur; 'd in the down. 
What's here ? quo? Nr, as I'm alive, 
The Maſter roſe ſoon after five. 
Here is his Man, a lazy loon, 
Intends to lie-a-bed till noon. 
Quoth Joux, I've had a tedious night, 
That truckle bed has lam'd me quite. 
T turn'd in here to take ſome reſt, 
This is a comfortable neſt : 
One nap, dear Girls, is all I beg. 
-.- - - A nap! Sve, give him ſome cold pig. 
Come, come, ſays Jou, don't play the fool; 
I'm laxative, you'll malee me pull, f 
And ftrainjng hard will force a ſtool. T 
They pull'd, Joux ſqueez'd, and gave a grunt ; 
Then leap'd -- Good faith I've don't: 
E'en thank your ſelves. - - Away ran NELL, 
And Sv E, half poiſomd wiſh the intel]. 


This ſtory ſlipt not, you nay ſwear, 
But quickly reach'd the Maſter's car. 


-His 
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His Lordſhip, tickled with the whim, 
Cou'd not forbear at dinner time, 

To banter Joux; nor did he fail 

T'enlarge upon the curious tale. 

But ſeeing Joux with ſhame caſt down, 

He frankly tipt him half a crown. 

Joan bow'd - - - Young Maſter ſitting by, 
Sceing the prize with envious eye, 

Into Jon x's fob directly go, | 

Cry'd out aloud, Why, Joxn, you know 
The half crown is by right my due: 
"Twas I be---t the bed, not ou. 


Oh blunder / never to be tended ; 
This one wile ſpeech the courtſhip ended, 
Home trotted Joan in doleful dumps; 
And far behind ſneak'd hopeful Nu urs. 
And Madam, thus diverted by her Squire, 
Found out a cleanlier lover to lie by her. 


Bavivs. 
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IR avs of HE LEN. 
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E Trojan Nymphs and Goddeſſes, who bring 
== Your high deſcent fromXanthus' holy ſpring: 

- (Who from your native ſands oft wingaway, 

| Join the brisk dance, and wake the Jocund 

play; hae 

Da Ida's ſwelling hills your ſports purſue, 

W hen wanton wave your curling locks in view;) 

No from your ſeunding ſtreams a while retire, 

id my new verſe, and this my ſong inſpire ; 

Nav, what the Judgment which once Paris told; 

he ſentence of the ſhepherd Judge untold ; 

What did his mind from filent hills conſtrain, 

;nknowing of the ſea, to plow the main; 

hat ſad occaſion did thoſe ſhips demand, 

urce of deep woes to vex both ſea and land; 

hat did that flrife 'twixt goddeſſes create 

Nhat Paris ſhould decide the fell debate; 

hat was the fatal ſentence ; whence he came 

o hear of wanton Helen's curſed name? 


.& Theſe 
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Theſe you can tell me, for yourſelves have ſeen 
(When you in conſort tript Phalacra's green) 
(Paris fair youth in his retreats alone; 


And Venus glad'ning queen of graces ſhone. 


When Peleus' Hymenean rites were known, 
And in Aemonia's lofty hills were ſhown, 
There Ganymede by Jove's command divine 
Dealt to the gueſts around the ſacred wine; 
At the great pomp were all th' immortal race, 
To welcome Thetis, and her nuptials grace: 
Jove to be preſent from his heaven came, 

And from his ocean Neptune did the ſame; 
From Helicon Apollo led the train 

Of Muſes, warbling a melodious ſtrain; 

The next in order haughty Juno came, 

Jove's wife and ſiſter, a relentleſs dame: 
Venus, Harmonia's mother, beauteous queen 
At Centaur Chiron's houſe was likewiſe ſeen : 
Suada too follow'd, who with artful aim 

Wove a fair garland for the bridal dame; 
With ſoothing words and ſoft perſuaſion fraught, 
She with her Cupid's fatal quiver brought : 
Pallas her armour and her warlike air 

Did lay aſide, and to the pomp repair ; ; 
She tho' unskill'd in wedding Joys did go, 
And at the nuptials did her preſence ſhow : 
Diana, Phoebus” ſiſter, too was thore, 

Tho! woods and hunting chaces more her care: 
As Mars in Valcan's houſe did once appear, 
Without his helmet or his hoſtile ſpear, 
So now in mirth he led the dance around, 

No ſteel or corſlet did his breaſt ſurround : 

But foul Contention cou'd no entrance find, 
Her viſit odious, and her looks unkind ; 
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The fiend, unasked, Chiron thruſt away, 

And Peleus, bridegroom, would not let her ſtay, 
Bacchus alone, diviner god, was there, 

On either ſhoulder wav'd his golden hair 

The locks in graceful ringlets hung in view , 
And ſportive in the wanton Zephyrs flew : 

| But, like an heifer, when her back ſuſtains 

| Of biting gadbees the deep piercing pains, 

| From the green paſture all in haſte ſhe bears, 
And thro? forſaken paths and windings tears: 
So fierce contention, with the ſtrokes ſhe gave 
Her tortur*d boſom, did now furious rave; 

| Madly ſhe wanders, doth her arts employ, 

| How ſhe may ſoon the godlike feaſt annoy ; 
Oft from her rocky cavern with a bound 

| She fallies out, and ſtands upon the ground; 
Then down again her raging body throws 
Wildly, and in a fitting poſture ſhows; 

Now in her mind her fury doth inſpire 
Tempeſtuous pillars of conſuming fire ; 

From the deep womb of earth her frenzy calls 
The Titans, to deſtroy heav'ns lofty walls; 

{ Heav'n the ſcat of Jove with fire to raze, 

And end his ſtarry empire in a blaze. 

But Vulcan, now more mighty, did aſſwage 

| Her boiling choler, and comprelt her rage; 
Tho' wrath, now tim'rous ſhe confeſt his ſway, 


Whom hoſtile ſteel and hiſſing fires obey. 
Thus fore repuls'd : another art ſhe tries, 


And in her thoughts the din of ſhield ſupplies ; 
Fancy'ng the gueſts, ſurpriz d to hear the ſound, 

Wou'd break their gambols, and their mirth confound : 
Again 0'er-aw'd, the mighty Mars ſhe fears, 


Mars the great god of war, and hoſtile ſpears, 
But 
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But farther yet ſhe racks her labꝭring breaſt, 
Forms freſii devices, hits on this at laſt, 
Heſperian gardens to her thoughts now riſe, 
And the fair golden apples tempt her eyes ; 

'T hither in haſte the raging goddeſs wings, 
Plucks from the tree, and back an apple brings ; 
This the ſad cauſe of after-wars ſhe made, 
And the foundation of fierce conteſts laid : 
Toſſing the fruit from hand to hand ſhe goes, 
And with a fling among the gueſts it throws: 
Sudden among the goddeſſes appears 

A ſtrong diſpute, which ſets 'em by the ears: 
Immortal Juno with a keen ſurprize 

Of ſudden joy the glitt'ring toy eſpies; 

Big as Jove's wife, and lofty with the name, 
Doth foremoſt now the golden apple claim: 
Bnt Venus, as if all muſt yield the day 

Unto her eyes, and livelier charms obey, 
With eager aim did for the preſent move, 
Said it was her's, and did belong to love. 


Thus fierce contending for the prize of gold, 
Jove did the wrangling goddeſſes behold ; 
Straitway his ſilence to his ſon he broke, 
Hermes divine, and in this manner ſpoke, 


If thou, nigh where Idzan Xanthus winds 
His rolling waves, my ſon, one Paris finds, 
Paris old Priam's princely off-ſpring nam'd, 

For blooming youth and manly beauty fam'd, 
On Troja's hills the herds his only care 
Feeding, give unto him this apple fair ; 

Bid him the beauteous goddeſſes ſurvey, 

And which moſt charming let his jadgment fay ; 


If 
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She whom his judgment ſhall the handſom'ſt name, 
T'o that bright goddeſs let him give the ſame : 

Thus Jove Saturnian his inſtructions laid, 

Quick as enjoin'd his winged ſon obey'd. 


The rival charmers Hermes now conveys 


| Along their journey, and his duty pays. 1. 

Each then her charms with partial language prais'd, V 
And as the comely'ſt on her body gaz'd, 1 
Proud with her beauty, with her mien elate, ; 


Ey'd at her neighbour goddeſſes with hate. 
| But, op'ning now her veil, fly Venus fair | 
Shew'd the rich bodkin of her fragrant hair? | "ye 
There full to fight the charmer did unfold 0 
Her lock ambroſial all immixt with gold; . 
Then looking at her ſons, the Loves, ſhe made bl 
To them the foll'wing ſpeech, and ſmiling ſaid, | 


Beloved ſons, the big diſpute is nigh, 
| When I your mother muſt the conteſt try; 

All your aſſiſance, help and aid beſtow, 

And (as you're able) all your duty ſhow : 

. This day, this day perhaps is full of fate, 

For all my charms come under ſtrict debate; 

I greatly fear to whoſe prevailing Eyes 

The ſhepherd Paris will beſtow the Prize: 

The blooming Graces, free report does ſay, 

Wear Juno's train, and her commands obey 3 

dds, that her hand the gift of empires ſhows, 

Ives crowns away, and potent realms beſtows ; 

is ſaid Minerva over wars preſides, 

he battle aideth, and the mighty guides: 

Pat I your mother ſtill alone am nam'd 

The puny goddeſs, for no action fam'd ; 

L 3 No 
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No kingly pow'r my laviſh hands diſpoſe, G 
Unſkill'd in war my arm no jav'lin throws; 
Nor do I (Venus) unacquainted know F 
To dart the ſpear, or twang the martial bow : [ 
But why deſponding do I thus appear, 5 
And vex my boſom with a groundleſs fear? 0 
If warring darts and ſpears my pow'r difown, 0 
A ſmiling band of Loves my empire own : F 
The marriage girdle is my proper care, 14 
And with the ſhafts of love I ſmite the fair: 8 1} 
Struck with my arrows womankind ſuſtain y 
Of my keen fury inexpreſſive pain: 0 
Tho deep and piercing are the wounds I give, ST 
Yet my afMlied lovers always live. D 
| YA Ee 
Thus charming Venus, roſy- finger d queen, A1 
Was to the Loves, her ſons, diſcourſing ſeen ; 8 A] 
The ſmiling youngſters ſtrong attention made, 4 Ar 
As they walk'd on, to what their mather ſaid: I. 
They made her boſom now embolden'd riſe, An 
And gave her hopes that fir'd her ſparkling eyes, 5 
= 
Now Ida's lofty top fair Hermes gains, [ Afa 
Where Paris his white fleecy charge maintains, ; Sud 
Nigh where Anaurus' ſolemn waters ride une 
Between the vales, and do the hills divide; na 
Apart in herds his jolly oxen low, : Star 
Apart appear his ſheep more white than ſnow ; To 


Each from the other cropt the graſſy plain, 
And each he number'd in a ſep'rate train; 

A mountain goat's ſkin, croſs his ſhoulders flung, 
Down to hi thighs behind depending hung; 
He this alone upon his body wore, 

And in his hand a ſhepherd's crook he bore : 
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Thus clad, adorn'd, upon a pipe he play'd, 
And to ſoft motions rural muſick made; 
Art'eſs the manner of his ſong appear'd, 

He tun'd it ſoft, twas magick to be heard: 
Each liſt'ning goddeſs with fixt wonder gaz d 
On the fair Paris, and his muſick prais d: 

| Oft in ſome ſhady place, ſecluded ſeat 
Apart from noiſe, he'd chuſe a. cool retreat; 
There from his herds and flocks ſupinely laid, 
His tuneful pipe his ſole companion made 

N With Pan and Hermes he'd begin his lay; 
hic good old cuſtom ſhepherds ſtill obey) 
5 Then no harſh ſound the ſilent hills did know, 
Dogs ceas'd to bark, and oxen ceas'd to low; 


: echo alone reply d in mimick ſounds, 

: And back from hill to hill the note rebounds : 

| All Ida's grove with warbling airs replies, 

3 And in a thouſand vales the muſick flies: 

The herds full fed the fertile graſs refrain, 
And ſcatter'd lay reclin'd upon the plain. 

S But ſoon as Paris Hermes had eſpy d 

Afar, with fear the coming god he ey'd; 
adden he ſtarted from his ſecret ſhade, 

And from th'immortal ſtrangers ſkulk'd, afraid; 


WI Half ſung, half tuned ceas'd. his warbling lay, 


W >tartled:he threw his ſounding: pipe away; 
To whom aſtoniſht god Mercurius broke 


: The filence firſt, and in this manner ſpoke. 


Baniſh thy fear, now leave the flocks, thy care, 
And with me for a while aſide repair; 
Theſe, Paris, theſe three goddeſſes ſurvey, 
nd which moſt charming let thy judgment fay ; 
[1:08 In 
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In whom difplay'd appear the fineſt eyes, 
And full, conſpicuous, faireſt features rite ; 
Give this fair apple to that faireſt dame, 

And as her charms reward beſtow the ſame. 


So ſaid : The ſhepherd with attention graz'd, 
And on each form his raviſh'd eyes he plac'd ; 
Smiling, he canvas'd ev'ry feature o'er, 

And as he view'd their charms he look'd the more; 
Now he beheld the ſtreaming fires which glow'd 
Within their eyes, and ſo his praiſe beſtow'd ; 

Now each fair neck enhanc'd his wond' ring fight; 
| (Necks than deſcending fleecy ſnow's more white) 
Now each attire his ſtrong attention drew, 

Now each fair leg and foot ſurpriz'd his view. 


Thus gazing : Pallas, before judgment ſaid, 
Claſpt faſt his hand, and this kind ſpeech ſhe made, 
Come here thou ſon of Priam, let not fear 
| Poſſeſs thy ſoul, embolden'd now appear; 

Let not the Wife of Jove be faireſt ſeen, 

Nor Venus, tho' of Beauty pleafing queen; 
Minerva's faireſt charms do thou commend, 

On whom puiſſant courage doth attend: 

Tis faid that thou the fate of empire holds, 

And the fad chance of thy own Troy mfolds : 
Come then, that by my pow'r thou may'ſt be nam'd 
The Joy of men, and their preſerver fam'd; 

That thee their ſtrength mankind diſtreſt may know, 
Thee as their bulwark and redeemer We; 

Leſt fierce Bellona ſhall hereafter move 

Gainſt thee her ſhafts, and thy annoyance prove: 
Come then, my Paris, now my words obey, 

To wars and valour I will lead the way. 


Thus 
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And firikes' em headlong in their hot career. 
Thus Juno to the ſhepherd Paris ſpake, 
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Thus wiſe Minerva to the ſhepherd ſaid; 
And in her turn this anſwer Juno made; 
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If to my fairer eyes thou wilt beſtow 
The prize, all Aſia ſhall thy ſcepter know ; 
My right therein thy ſelf ſnall ſole command, 
And thee, it's lord, ſhall own thy higher hand: 
Set not the toils of war before thine eyes, 
But as meer trifles, empty ſounds deſpiſe : 
What good or profit, tell me, do they bring: 
To him, my Paris, who is ſtil'd a king 
The cowardly and brave both own the fway 
Of the great king, and both his pow'r obey : W 
Nor do Minerva's followers always raiſe | oh 
Themſelves to grandeur, or to princely. praiſe ; 'S) 
Death with his tragick ſcythe doth oft appear, } 


Empire bid him prefer, and kingdoms take. | j? 
| J 
Now roſy Venus with a careleſs air. 4 

Let fly her gown, and ſhew'd her boſom bare; 

Full to the view her ſnowy breaſts did riſe N 
Plump, ſoft and round, which fir'd the ſhepherd's eyes; 1 


Then with her ſons, the train of loves ſhe play d, 4 


And to the captive Paris ſmiling ſaid; 


Let not the claſh of arms poſſeſs thy mind, 
Fair youth, but to my beauty prove more kind; 
Leave Aſia's empire, and deſpiſe renown, 

And me, the queen of love, now faireſt own: 
The toils of hardy war I never knew, 
So Why ſhould Venus hardy war purſue ? ” 


The 
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The comely features of a handſome face 
Better than armour do a woman grace: 
Inſtead of ſtrength to thee I will beſtow 

A Bride, and thou the faireſt wife ſhalt know : 
Inſtead of empire Helen ſhall aſcend 

'Thy lofty bed, and thee her lord attend : 
Fair Sparta thee a bridegroom ſhall behold , 
When Troy thy city ſhall no more be told, 


Scarce from her ſoothing tongue her words had flow'd, 


But to the heauteous goddeſs he beſtow'd, 
Asa reward to her ſuperior eyes, 

The golden apple, a refulgent prize; 

A fatal prize, the ſad deſtructive cauſe 
Of after-wars, and all the 'Trojan woes. 
But Venus lofty with the preſent made, 
Thus jeering to the goddeſſes ſhe faid ; 


Ye, who purſue and love the martial field, 
To my mere radiant eyes and beauty yield : 
Beauty and graceful charms ſupport my reign, 
And love obiequious bears by awful train. 
Thou Mars's mother, if report ſpeaks true, 

At thy fair Graces' birth great ſorrows knew 3 
But on this nice occaſion none were ſeen 

To help thee, Juno, their neglected queen 
All, all forſook thee in this fatal day, 
Diſown'd thy pow'r, and diſobey'd thy ſway 3 
Thou who to fiery Vulcan being gave, 

And brags o'er ſhields the might pow'r to have, 


Not Mars thy bloody off-ſpring durſt appear: 


To thy aſſiſtance, tho' he flings the ſpear : 
No, nor did Vulcan's flames their aid inſpire, 


Tho' he's ycleapt the god of hiſſing fire, 
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How big and great do'ſt thou, Minerva, riſe, 
And ſwell the tav'rite fancy in thy eyes 

Thou who connubial joys did ne'er purſue, 
Unborn produc'd, who ne'er a mother knew; 
The probing ſteel thy father did ſuſtain, 

And drew thee helpleſs from his teeming brain; 


How grim and dreadful doth thy form now blaze 


In ſhining arms, and rugged looks thy face ! 

To thee the ſweets of love are quite unknown, 

And peace and concord don't thy empire own; 

Better thy hands the warlike ſpear employ, 

Nurs'd to the ſight, and knowing to deſtroy. 
Thus Venus in this railing ſpeech explain'd 

Herſelf to Pallas, and the prize obtain'd ; 

To her and Juno ſhe deny'd a ſhare, 

And ſole poſſeſo d the fatal apple fair. 


But with fierce love now raging Paris burns, 
And on the dame unknown his heart he turns; 
Tumulrous thoughts within his boſom riſe, - 
And ſhew confus'd fair Helen to his eyes : 

Strait to a wood, for lofty timber nam'd, 
Workmen he carries for ſound building fam'd; 
There the tall oaks with a promiic'ous found, 


| Cut, fall in heaps, and ſhake the lab'ring ground : 


Phereclus, ſource of woes, this counſel taught, 
And in the ſhepherd's breaſt the poiſon wrought ; 
Deſtructive ſhips (a fatal work !) he made, 

And thus the ground of future troubles laid. 


Now Ida's ſhady trees and verdant grove 
No more enhance the fickle ſhepherd's love : 
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The ſea, the waves, and ev'ry riſing wind 

Poſſeſs his fleeting foul, and fill his mind: 

To the white ſandy ſhore he wings away, 

And with devotion doth due off 'rings pay; 

In kind libations for a while employs 

His time to- Venus, queen of pleaſing joys: 
Then ſtrait embarking, bids a faint adieu 

To Troja's land, and doth his voy'ge purſue: 
Big with ſtrong hopes, the waves he doth divide, 
And cleaves exulting Helle's rolling tide ; 

But while he ſaileth wond'rous ſigns appear, 
Omens of ill, and fills his foul with fear; 
Sudden the ſurges in vaſt mountains riſe, 5 
Swell in the clouds, and ſeem to daſh the ſłies; 
A. circle darken'd all that ſky ſerene 


Where men report the greater Bear is ſeen; 


Gloomy and black the prodigy appears, 

And fills each ſailor's heart with boding fears, 
For now athwart the air the fign extends, 

And ſoon the big tempeſt'ous rain deſcends: 
The waves below with ſounding tempeſt roar, 
As the ſtout oars ply farther from the ſhore : 
Now by Troy's foil and Dardan's land he fails, 
Now nigh Iſmarian ſtreams his ſhip prevails, 
Next Thracia's hills in diſtant proſpect riſe, 
And high Pangzus' cliffs ſalute his eyes; 

Next nigh where Phyllus fair entombed-lay, 
Phyllis who dy'd for love, he plows his way; 
Now he ſurveys the melancholly ground 
Where nine meand'ring circling paths are found, 


Where weeping Phyllis walking mourn'd the fate 


Of her lov'd lord, and her own abject ſtate; 
Demophoon, abſent youth, did. oft impart 


rief to her ſoul and ſorrow to her heart; 
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From Athens oft for his return ſhe pray'd, 
And greatly mourn'd becauſe he long delay d. 
But now Theſſalia's ſpacious realm is ſeen, 
Its golden meadows and its paſtures green: 
Achaia's lofty tow'rs next riſing ſhew, 
And diſtant ſpires a pleaſing view beſtow ; 
Next Phthia ſwells, for valiant ſoldiers fam'd 
| \[ycene next, the beauteous city nam'd; 
Now Erymantlws Paris doth eſpy, 
And its green paſtures court his roving eyes 
Next Atreus' lofty city, Sparta fair, | 
In order ſhews. where comly maid repair; 
Fam'd for Eurota's ſtreams, whoſe waters ride | 
Cloſe by its walls, and gently ſweep their tide ; * 
Above thick woods adorn'd with ſhady green th 
Shed o'er the city their enchanting ſcene ; 
Where ſweet Therapne's pleaſant ſeats ariſe # 
From the thick, grove, and charm the fixed eyes, 
No nigh perform'd his journey doth appear, 0 
Ind the wiſh'd haven to his ſight draws near; 14 
The luſty oars with joyful vigour ſweep 
The laſt remains of the extended deep; 
With mutual ſtrokes the ſailors ply to ſhore, 
Their cables faſten, and the ve ſſel moor: 
Wut firſt fair Paris in the waves ſerene 
Plunges himſelf, and wipes his body clean; | 
hen landing, to the place his vows doth pay, 
0e3 on, and ſoftly treads his wary way, 
Leſt ſportive duſt or flying ſands ſhould ſtain 
His legs with ſpots, and make his labour vain ; 

Leſt the brown locks which did adorn his crown, 

Hnd which in ringlets wav'd depending down, 

loud with much motion or too quick a pace 

ch the keen breeze, and ſo diſturb their place: 

* * Thes 
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5 Thus as he walketh with a fixt ſurprize 
| The ſtately houſes of the Greeks he eyes; 
YZ Wond'ring, the lofty temples he ſurveys, 
ö Admires the city, and its ſpacious ways; 
| Here fierce Minerva's ſtatue caft in gold 
4 Paris fair youth (aſtoniſh'd) doth behold ; 
There Hyacinthus' image he efpies, 
Drooping, lamenting, with dejected eyes; 
When for great Jove the fair Latona burr'd 
Amycla's people for the ſtripling mourn'd, 
They mourn'd and wept, and greatly ſwell'd their woes 
Leaſt they for ever then the boy ſhould loſe ; 
For, for the lad the god Apollo bore 
An eager flame, and did his charms adore ; 
Little he thought that his moſt watchful care 
Would be made vain, or Zephyr court the fair ; 
Fierce, raging love the rival did inſpire, 
And for the boy he burn'd with equal fire: 
But now the ground in pity proveth kind, 
And yeilds ſome comfort to Apollo's mind; 
A fragrant flower from the earth aroſe 


| which did the ſir- name of the lad diſcloſe. 


Now Atreus' ſtately palace nigh appear'd, 
Rais'd with high tow'rs, on circling columns rear'd: 
Glad in himſelf the godlike Paris gaz'd 
On the fair fabrick, and the ſcene he prai d; 
To Jove by fair Thyone ne'er was born 
A fon whom greater beauties did adorn ; 
Bacchus, altho' from Jove he brought his race, 
Bloom'd not fo fair, or ſhew'd ſo ſweet a face; 
Paris had all the Graces might inſpire, 
The ſofteſt love and moſt bewitching fire. 


Wie 
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While he ſtood gazing Helen beauteous dame, 
Wrapt in deep thought, from her rich chamber came; 
Neſcends the ſtairs, and does the doors unfold, 
Then fideways leering does the youth behold ; 
She look'd, ſhe gaz'd, and as ſhe did adore 
The comly man, ſhe wiſh'd to view the more; 
Now dubious, now reſolv'd, then ſoon afraid, 
Now caught, the ſtranger ſhe within convey'd; 
On a new couch, on feet of filver rais'd, 

Hot with keen love the unknown gueſt ſhe plac'd; 
Still ſhe beholds, and ſtill his charms ſurprize, 
She ſurfeits with the glutt'ny of her eyes: 
Sometimes ſhe fancies that her eyes behold 

The {on of Venus clad in powerful gold, 

But ſoon again a deep diſtruſt bears ſway, 

And ſweeps the former ſentiment away; 

No real Cupid now ſalutes her eyes, 

She ſees no quiver, nor no ſhafts eſpies; 

| Sometimes ſhe fancies in her looks ſerene 

A princely aſpe& and a royal mien, 

Thinles for his talneſs and bewitching air 

He may be term'd the lovely'ſt human fair: 

| 1 hus muſing and ama d, at laſt ſhe broke 
The ſilence firſt, and unto Paris ſpoke. 


| Say, ſtranger, ſay, but be thy words ſincere, 

From whence thou cameſt, and what brought thee here; 
Now unto me thy lovely race unfold, 

And let thy country be in order told: 

Tay comly form beſpeaks ſome kingly line, 

And inthy face high princely looks do ſhine, 

But in this Grecian land thou waſt not born, 

Nor doth thy race the valiant Greeks adorn ; 

M 2 Pylos, 
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And this ſoft anſwer ſoothing Paris made. 
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Pylos, where Neſtor reigns, which bears the fame 

Of being ſandy, never heard thy name; 

His warriour ſon Antilochus I know, 

But thee, fair youth, my eyes ne'er ſaw *till now; 

Nor didft thou &er inhabit Phthia's greund 

Where valiant. men and mighty ſouls are found; 

ZEacus diviner race which from him came 

Long fince are known, and which I've learnt by name, 
Peleus', and Telamon's, and Patroclus' praiſe, 


And the big ſtrength which doth Achilles raiſe, 


Thus warm with keen defir2 fair Helen ſaid, 


Tf, faireſt angel, fame did cer unfold, 
Or, what's the ſame, if e' er thou haſt been told; 
A ſpot of earth in Phrygia's fartheſt lands, 
Ycleapt old Troy, an which high Ilium ſtands, 
Where mighty walls (che work of gods) ſurround 


The plenteous place, and gird its peaceful ground: Af 
If likewiſe charming, beauteous woman cer Fro 
The ſound of king of Troy has ſtruck thine ear, Im 
Who from great Saturn brings his loſty line, Por 
And in the godlike title great doth ſhine ; Ss 


From that ſame god- Ike race I boaſt to riſe, Nees 
And in the grand deſcent myſelf I prize: : Ti 


J am, fair nymph, the ſon of Priam nam'd, Ab 
Priam, for rule and wealthy treaſures fam'd ; Ha! 
From Dardan's lofty race, fair queen, I flow, 

And Jove great Dardan for his fon doth know: 7 
The gods (great Neptune and Apollo ſhew'd Upc 
Their help to man, and mighty pains beſtow'd ; Pay 
By their quick hands high Ilium's walls did riſe, K 


For to compleat the ſame they left the ſkies : 
| Moreover, 


True LADIES MISCELLANY, 125 


Moreover, charmer, if I truth purſue, 

'Tween goddeſſes I form'd a judgment true; 

To beauteous Venus I declar'd the day, 
Whom rapt'rous pleaſures and the Loves obey ;z 
To her fair charms I gave the golden prize, 
And beſt commended her refulgent eyes; 

For my reward ſhe faid ſhe would beſtow 

A wife, that I the faireſt bride ſhould Know; 
Helen, fair Helen fame doth ſtile her name; 
She's Venus” ſiſter, and as bright a dame: 
Forher, and only her I did ſuſtain 

do many raging waves, and ſtem'd the main: 
Now why ſhould we the marriage rite refrain, 
Since goddeſs Venus did the thing ordain; 

My ſuit, my plea fair lady, don't deſpiſe, 

But view my offers with conſenting eyes ; 

[|| ay no more, why ſhould I more unfold 
vince long cer this our fatal ſtory's told? 

lot charming Helen, thou thyſelf may'ſt trace 
feeble parent in thy huſband's face; 

rom au enſcebled ſtock he puny came, 

Empty of vigour, and devoid of flame ; 

"or, Charmer, do the Grecian matrons ſhine 
With radiant eyes or beauty like to thine ; 
(ourter their limbs, of courſer faſhion made, 
Ineir ſolid forms like men appear diſplay d; 
balltard zace of wemenkind they go, 

Half men, half women in appearance ſliew. 


Thus Paris ſpoke; mean while with fixt ſurprize 
Upon the ground fair Helen plac'd her eyes; 
Tauſing a time ſhe ſtood, no anſwer made, 

It laſt with wonder fr'd thus ſhe ſaid: 


be 
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Oft have I wiſh'd, O youth, I might behold 


Ilium thy city, fo renowned told; 


Where mighty walls, the work of gods, ſurround 


It's plenteous place, and gird its peaceful ground: 


Oft too my eyes have longed to ſurvey 

Thoſe verdant paſtures where report doth ſay 
The god Apollo in full pomp was ſeen 

To drive his herds along the fragrant green : 
Now from my native Sparta me convey, | 
Thee to thy Troy I'll follow; lead the way: 
Since Venus, queen of joys connubial, laid 
The ſtrict command, the queen ſhall be obey'd: 
Let not my huſband fill thy foul with fear, 
Tho' he were bye, and ſhould this language hear, 
To Troy with thee, fair Paris, I would go, 

So now the purpoſe of thy meſſage ſnew. 


Thus beauteous Helen unto Paris ſaid, 
Diſclos'd her paſſion, and the contract made, 


Mean time the god of day withdrew his light, 
And in her turn was fled the peaceful night ; 
Dawn with its ſilver beams adorn'd the ſkies, 
And dreams (a ſportive train) began to riſe : 

The gates of ſleep did now their doors unfold, 
This fam'd for truth, and that for falſnood told; 
'Thro' that of Iv'ry wakeful flumber flows, 
Sends airy dreams, and mimick viſions ſhews ; 
But in the gate of horn unmaſked lies 
Undoubted truth with clear and open eyes. 


Now Paris gladſome with his charming prize, 
What Venus promis'd, the fair Helen flies; 
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Big With the dame to Troy he ſteers his way, 
And o'er the deep doth his fair charge obey ; 
The ſhip in pomp before the wind doth ride, 
Sails ſmooth, and nimbly cleave; the rolling tide. 


But now the radiant morning full appears, 
Fair Helen's daughter ſheds a thouſand tears; 
Griev'd and oppreis'd ſhe throws her veil away, 
Calls with a ſnout her maids, and thus doth ſay, 


Tell me, me maids, and ſo relieve my ſighs, 0 
Where Helen my lamented mother lies ; , 
From me, forfaking this her bed, ſhe's gone 1 
Perplex'd, and left Hermione alone : | 
Laſt night both joyous we together lay, i 
But now ſhe's vaniſh'd with the coming day: 
Thus as ſhe ſpoke, her eyes in ſorrows flow'd, 
And her kind maids conſenting tears beſtow'd, | 
Standing around the fair, they wept and figh'd, 
And to relieve her pains kind meaſures try'd : - þ 
Madam, compoſe your mind, forbear to mourn, 
flelen your mother will again return; 
Soon as your troubled ſoul ſhall wake her ear, 
She'll haſten homeward, unto you appear: 
Io! how with tears your fading cheeks decay, 
Lady, your charms with weeping wear away; 
Perhaps your beauteous mother ſtrives to find 
The band of virgins to delight her mind, 
But in ſome dewy mead or paſture ſtrays, 
Loſt in her ſearch, unknowing of the ways ; 
Perhaps, fair lady, now (which may be true) 
Nigh ſome clear ſtream ſhe doth- her way purſue, | 
Or in Eurota's ſoftly rolling wave 
Doth, as ſhe's wont, her raked body lave, 
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Thus ſpake the maids ; but ſtill the lady cry'd, 
At length deep ſighing, thus the fair reply'd: 
The hills, the woods, the fields, and ſtreams which flow 
Long e'er this day my poor mamma doth know ; 
Why do ye ſtrive, unkind, in tales like theſe 
| My pains to ſoften, or my troubles eaſe ? 
| The ſtars grow dim, and all their firesare fled, 
| And on ſome rock my Helen lays her head; 
The radiant ſtars again revolving riſe, 
But yet no poor mamma ſalutes my eyes; 
Then ſay what place my injur'd fire contains, 
And what the ſorrows which ſhe now ſuſtains ; 
O'er what cold rocky mountain doth the ſtray, 
Expos'd to ills, unknowing of the way ? 
Some ſavage lion meeting thee appears, 
Thy body ſeizes, and in pieces tears; 
But ah ! the ſavage lions ſtand diſmay'd, 
Of thunc'ring Jove's illuſtrious race afraid: 
From ſome high craggy ſteep (Oh, might I know !) 
Thou tumbleſt headlong to the plain below; 
There choak'd in duſt thy bruiſed body lies, 
A mournful object to diſcerning eyes; 
But ah! each rock and wood I have ſurvey'd, 
Nay in the leaves my narrow ſearches made, 
Yet no where there could I my fire behold, 
The faultle!s woods, don't thy fair body hold: 
Nor do Eurota's cryital waters hide 
"PF hee breathleſs ſinking underneath their tide ; 
There live the Naids, and the Naids ſweep 
Their trains along the boſom of the deep; 
Thro' lucid ſtreams and ev'ry brook they fly, 
So did protect thee, wou'd not let thee die; 
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Thus Helen's daughter fair with fruitleſs ſiglis 
Rackt her white breaſt, and wept with bitter cries; 
O' erborn with ſorrows ſhe reclin'd her head 
penſive, and o'er her ſleep his pinions ſpread; 

She ſlept. - - Now antient tales and poets feign, 
That death and ſleep at one kind birth were twain 3 
That as all things beneath the former's ſway, 

Stoop, and enforc'd his grand beheſts obey, 

So ſleep (the latter) antient fame oft ſays, 

Obedience to his brother's functions pays; 

Hence when o'ercharg'd with grief a woman's heart 
Heaves up with ſighs, and tears her eyes impart, 
Gently ſhe's lull'd to downy ſleep, and ſeems 
Death's image, when but fix'd in mimick dreams: 
Thus fair Hermione in a dream ſurveys 

Helen her mother, and with wonder ſays, 


Oh, my mamma ! 'twas yeſterday you fled, 
And left me ſleeping in my father's bed ; 
What mountain or what lull has 'fcap'd my eye, 
Or ſay what cave or ſtream have I pa{s'd by? 
Did you for this to ſome gay conſort go, 
Or in the ſprightly dance your preſence ſhew ? 


Thus ſpake the fair; the beauteous Helen made 
The foll'wing anſwer, and pathetick ſaid, 


My fair belov'd Hermione, controul 
Thy grief, and ſtop the weeping of thy ſoul; 
Do not thy tender mother Helen blame, 
But to her ſorrows kinder language frame; 
The fly, deceitful Paris (gueſt unknown) 
Who in my palace yeſterday was ſhewn, 


129 


Sails 


Starts from her bed, and wildly looks around; 


— 
— 


— 1 — „ 


Soon as the gladſome rueful news was told, 
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Sails (carrying me to diſtant Troy) to- day; 
Tis he has forc'd thy injur'd fire away. 
Thus faid ; the daughter with a ſudden bound 


She looks, but when no Helen ſhe eſpies 
Her voice in ecchoes thro' the dome replies, 


Ye bi:4s who ſweep the regions of the ſky, 
Haſten to Crete, to Menelaus fly; 
Tell him that yeſterday a perſon came 
Unknown, and forc'd away his bridal dame, 
That the bright fair who did his houſe adorn 
Is now for ever from his Sparta torn ! 


So ſpoke the dam'el, while her piteous fighs 
Drew vaſt relenting ſorrows from her eyes; 
In vain the ſpoke, in vain ſhe weeping pray'd, 
She ſoughe. but ah / her ſearch was uſeleſs made. 


Mean while fair Paris over Helle's tide 
Exulting ſailed with his beauteous bride ; 
By Thracian owns his watry courſe he bore. 
Left Greece behind, and fought the Trojan ſhore : 
But Helen often in a wild deſpair 
'Threw off her veil, and tore her flaxen hair. 
Caſſandra from her lofty tow'r eipy'd 
The ſtranger woman, and prophetick cry'd. 
Troy, fatal city,” did its gates unfold 


Receiv'd returning Paris, curſed cauſe 
Of all its future melancholly woes, 


Paris to HELEN, 


From DicTys, the CRETAN, 


TRANSLATEDinto VE R S E. 


= O ſierceſt love my raging thoughts aſpire, 
And none but Helen can my boſom fire: 
Tis thou alone, the faireſt Grecian dame, 
My paſſion kindles, and provokes my flame; 
2 For thee (forſaking my white fleecy train) 
I! built me Tips and ſtem'd the ſounding main ; 
For thee I left fair Ida's ſhady grove, 
And ſought thy Sparta to purſue my love: 
Can beauteous Helen then my tale deny, 
Or ſee regardleſs thus her Paris die? 
Let Menelaus in far Crete beſtow 
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His potent help, and dart the fatal blow, 

In ruſhing crowds his oaken ſpear employ, 

And make loud war the bus neſs of his joy : 

'To nobler ends immortal love is led, 

Let thou and I aſcend the genial bed : - 
From-our embrace a heroe ſhall ariſe, 

Whoſe future worth ſhall mount the lofty skies. 
But ſay, my goddeſs, does thy fearful mind 
Forbode weak thoughts unto thy hopes unkind? 
Do watchful ſpies thy wiſhful flame deſtroy, 
Or is there treaſon in the ſound of Troy? 
Think, charming dame, thy furious youth can ride 


'Thro' crowds of ills, and tem the dang'rous tide : 
For thee no danger, nor no ſpies I fear, 


Oh, then a friend unto thyſelf appear ! 

Behold how peacetul rolls the ſilent deep; 

All now is huſh'd, and ev'ry wav's aſleep : 

The Zephyrs now their friendly gales reſtrain 
To waft my veſſel o'er the yeilding main: 
Then fear not, charmer, mount into my arms; 
J, Paris, I will ſave thee from all harms. 

Thus ſpoke the youth, and with an eager haſte 
His arms he threw around her circling waſte ; 
The dame conſenting claſp'd the furious boy, 
And in the fierce embrace embark'd for Troy. 
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Advice of J. E. Eſq; 


On his Death-Bed to his Daughter. 


E A R me my Child? for you my Thoughts employ, 
Your Father's Treaſure of his earthly Joy. 
Nature hath doom'd me to the beck'ning grave 
And bids me to return the Life ſhe gave. 
That Kings muſt dye the pow'rs of Heavy ordain, 
'Tis their command, and Man ſhou'd not complain, 
Of no vain bliſſes, does my Soul partake, 
Nor wou'd I live but for my infants ſake. 
Yet e er my ling'ring Soul be torn, away 
And this fond heart that beats, be Senſeleſt Clay, 
F'er that endearing Form ſhall leave my eyes, 
Fer breath ſhall fail me, and thy Father dyes, 
Come Kiſs me, in theſe arm's ? - - My Dear receive, 
The choiceſt Bleflings which my wiſh can give. 
May, the indalgent, Eye of Heavn's high pow'r 
Watch all thy Steps, and guard thee ev'ry hour 
ay each bright moment of thy time be Spent 
With real pleaſures, and with true content: 
And O my Lifes laſt Joy, I beg you'll mind, 
Theſe precepts which I dying leave behind, 
Now, while thy infant ou is free from cares, 
The fpring of Life, and bloom of pleaſing Years, 
Whil it thus thy vernal Beauties calmly ſmile 
[Uuſtain'd with guilt, and unimpeach'd of guile 
N A grate- 
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A grateful Homage, ſirſt to Heaven Send, 

Think Heav'n Vour parent and it's will attend; 
And when theſe morning Charms advance to day 
And ductile years expand bright wiſdom's way 

Be virtue ſeated in thy Virgin mind, 

To Honour ſtrict, yet complaifant and kind, 
With patience hear the pow'r of Fate's decree, © 


Be firm to truth from Affectation free, 
All thoughts of Pride endeavour to forget, 


It's better to be humble than be great. 

Abhor Conceit to all Superiors bow, 
Nor think you know too much, for more to know, 
Be truly generous, and aim to give 
With equal Gratitude, as to recieve, 
Be wiſe in conduct, let your mind diſplay 
A Sweet demean, Sincere, and ſtrictly gay 
Regard no perſon with reproachful eyes 
The great nor envy, nor the mean diſpiſe. 
Nor to be vain, nor to be ich admire, 
For Riches vex, and vanities will tire, 
Partake of pleaſures in a mod'rate vein 
And ſtudy to be vers'd in books and men. 
Then if Your ſecret wiſh, ſhall ever tend, 
To chooſe a partner, and a faithful Friend, 
With caution deal; Let none Vour virtue move 
But one be happy in Connubial love. 
Be thou to him in this ſhort ſtage of life 
A dear Companion and a careful wiſe 
This is Your Father's will; his dying pray'r, 
May Angeli guard You with their choiceſt Care 
Adieu! my Babe, remember what I've ſaid 
Mark they're my dying words, and Sure they'll be ol>ey'd. 
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A SONG Extempore over a Bowl of 
PUN CH. 


aA, all ye Friends who now are met, 
md) Around this ſparkling Bowl, 
Does any ſad unhappy Fate 
Lagg heavy on the Soul. 


Does any here the Lower mourn 
Of ſome Imperious Fair, 

o treats his off 'r ings with Scorn, 
And kill's him with Deſpair. 


Or 15 there any weary'd Mind 
With poverty ſo great, 

As keeps his Joys too cloſe confin'd, 
In ſlaviſh Goals of debt. 


If ſo drink twice a ſingle Share, 
Quick toſs the Liguor round, 
And you ſhall find that fupid Care, 
Will prelently be &drewwn'd. 


dee, ſee the Bowl with pleaſing Smiles. 
Invites us to a Bliſs ; 

All cloudy Sorrows it beguiles, 
And flows all Happineſs. 


Come join in Chorus, to the praiſe, 
4 Of the great God of Wine; 
O jolly Bacchus, pow'rful God, 
All happineſs is thine. | 
N 2 ; 5 * "Gs 
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JO NG Extempore, 


12 
55 L FA And get riches with Toil and Pain, 
5885 p Let Courtiers Debate, of Politicks and Stat; 
Veer And Sumptuous honour gain. 
My Life I'll employ, with amorous Joy, 
And follow the pleaſing care; 


ET Morals lowly Ned, to profit as their Gas, 


Etſteem the only bliſs, a Coney to poſſeſs 


When fhe turn's up her fikver Hair. 


Some may with Toil, delight in /avage Spoil, 
And drive thro the pathleſs Wood; 
Think it pleaſure to veiw, the flying Stag imbrue 
The hills with his purple Blood; 
Or the Hawk clip his way, to follow his prey, 
While piercing the yeilding Air; 
Theſe may the Sportſmen move, but a -- y I do love 
When fhe turn's up her ſilver Hair. 


Smooth Rivers may invite, ſome to take n 
In catching the finny Race; 
Others may adore, to ſee the Steeds run o'er 
And fly thro' the beaten Chace; 
Thus let them receive, the Joys theſe can give, 
And every Sport declare; 
While I have my deſire, the C ---y I admire 


When fhe turn's up her fikver Hair. F 
"4 
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AN 


Extempore ANSWER 
To a Queſtion of Mr. C- — xs. 


N ben he was Dreſs'd fit for his Part attheP—y 


O U aſk me y who appears the Brighter ? 
The Grub-freet Hero, or the Grub/treet WRIT ER 
Strange you ſhou'd ask when you the Secret know, 
- - - Is the WRITER, and the Hero, you; 

Look in the Glaſs of Fops and there by Gad 

You are the Brighter when ſo nicely Clad ; 

But look in Books, in them you'll find a Glaſs, 

Which ſhows the HERO in the WRITER's Arſe. 


1 
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An Ac ROST TCR. 


W hen Caro dy'd for LI ER Tx and Laws, 

A 11 Hearts were melted with the glorious Cauſe 5 

, olt to the State, and to his Country's Good, 
raiſes on him are even yet beſtow'd ; 


- iving alone for that which CA ro dy'd 
E ncircl'd by his Foes with Envy, Race and PRIDE 


P 
O then can Rev'rance be to Hi deny' d ? 
| 


N 3 ON 


On two V gung Lapis reſpected by 
Damon at one Time. 


Swain untaught in Arts of Love, 
Whom Love cou'd ne'er Subdue, 
 Obſequious bows but never dies, 
Oft pleaſing Vizws with wiſhing Eych, 
Mra and Che too. 


| The foothing Vir at whoſe feet, 


The Youth firſt lowly tell, 
With courting Eyes and ſmooth Deceit 
His ev'ry offer ſeem'd to greet, 


And liſten to his Tale. 


But Cloe ſhe a wanton Fa:r, | 
Vhoſe Beauties well prevail'd ; 
With wav'ring mind oft Love deny'd, 
And if her ſecret Heart comply'd 
| Yet Affectation fail'd. 


Now truſt me Fair one wou'd ye with 
The Swain might ceaſe to rove, 
Of teddy Temper always be, 
From fooliſh Affectation free, 
And each with caution Love. 


Let Cheleave affecting Pride, 


Myra from fraud repair; 
His Heart (believe?) howe'er it burns 
To one of you at length returns 
And ſeeks its boſom there. 
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To 4 G ENTLEMAN who A why 
another was./o Diſconſolate. 


For her he languiſhes for her he burns.. 

el A Virgin bright as the Celeſtial ray 

al. When Phcebus riſes, and proclaims the day, 
— KRefreſhing as an Aprils Silver Show'r; 

That — falls upon the blooming Flow'r, 

As Heaven virtuous, and a mind as Fair - 

The true portraiture of an Ange/there. 

Such are the Beauties which the Nymph may boaſt, 

The more we Strive to praiſe, the more we're loſt. 

So when Your curious and Impatient eyes, 

Se irch into dazling orbs, and boundleſs Skies; 

New Glories riſe, when loſt within the maze 

You ceaſe to Number, and with wonder gaze; 

Tis her Alexis loves with endleſs pain, 


| For J ys he wiſhes, always wiſh'd in vain 
| Silent he ſighs and pines and Silent mourns, 


Nor dares So much as tell her that he burns, 


| While ſhe the ruin Sees her eyes have done, 


Nor Yeilds a Smile till he a Smile has won. 
So 8i/via frown'd, When you with am'rous Care 
Pin'd at her feet, and Sought no Foy but her. 
But when Your wanton Thoughts began to move, 
And other objects taught Your heart to rove, 
She kinder grew no more you Sigh'd in vain 


You did but aſk, and what You aſk' d obtain. 


A SONG, 
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A SONG. 


ENT L hear me charming Fa:r, 
7 Ever kind and ever dear, 

I | All my dying pains remove, 

| Cloe Smile, and fay you Love; 
On your 6% m let me lay, 

Sigh and Gaze my Soul away. 


Balmy KX:/es pow'rful Joys 

Such as Death nor Time deſtroys, 
O my deareſt Fair one give, . 

So I ever bleſt ſhall live; 
More can Gods in Heavn be 

Thou alone art Heav'n to me, 
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On three Buxom FEMALE s. 


HRE E buxom Females crown'd my nuptial Bed, 
' My Youth, my Manhood, and my Age did Wed; 
The firſt I choſe my Vig'rous Nerve: to prove, 
For Chamber Cambats, and the Feats of Lowe ; 
Where all our Spirits for the Bliſ we give, 
And only dying Murmur: tell we live; 
The next I wedded for her ſhining Store, 
The laſt to keep me arm, and cafe me O er. 
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Upon Mrs. BeLL's Forfeiting her 
Faith to her firft Love, and 
Marrying another. 


Bell run backward then? "tis wond' ous 

* Strange: 9 
Let wonder not, for Bells are giv'n to Change N 
ing I that have try'd her have too truly found, 
That ſhe has nothing in her but a Sound. 
She's metal to the hack, ſhe loves her Scopes 

A Bell, ſcarce to be held with any Rope ; | 
| Her Faith is fickle, of Chame ion hue, 
| You'l ring her Neck off, e er you ring her true. 
| All's thine my Boy, nor can I envy yet 
Thy folly, and her Falſhood ſo well met; 
No, I have cauſe to be of better Cheer, | 
1 Since my belt Stars have made me Bell- free here: | 
Dev, I hall not venture on next Ringing match, 
4 WW A Bell that is thus Rung with a back-catch. 
Thus of ye all I take my laſt Alicu, 
Bell, and the Dragon, and the Divel too; 
This I have thought on, though for your relicf, 
If the Bell Crack's, the Rope will eaſe your Grief: 
Sir, tho? I fear your Comforts cannot Swell, 
$ Tis Credit to have born away the BELT. 
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A Song tothe MUSES, 
IT H amorous Stories when Bard; entertain us, 
Of Helen, Queen Joan, Cleopatra and Venus; 
They tell us nine/7rgins who dwell on a Mountain, 
Draw all their fine 'Thoughts from a clear cryſtal Fountain; 
If theſe are the Waters of Helicon” s Spring, 
And Nymphs of Parnaſſiis ſo idly Sing. 


For Maids and a Fountain what Soul would not think, 


There's only Nine Proftetute Whores and a Sint; 
You Siſters of Venus your Honour is Loſt, 
Are theſe your Productions? then vain is your Boaſ; 
Be no longer Virgins but own your ſelves rather, 
The Genuine Brats of your leacherous Father ; 
But if you are wrong'd O ye Daughters of 7ove, 
Let fuch Profanations your Deity move: 
Fove's Thunder Call down on each impudent Lyar, 
And then you'l Diſtinguiſh the few you Inſpire. 


— 
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On a Young Lady's being over taken in a STORN, 


HE Bright diſpencer of the glorious Day, 
That once the World unrival'd, cou'd Survey : 
- Look'd through the Curtains of the Sky, to ſee 
Who was more Gay and Glorious, you or he. 
But ſoon again behind a ſudden Cloud, 
Abaſh'd, his yeilding Luſtre did inſhroud ; 
And there moſt noted Excellence to find, 
Tranſcended thus by one of humane kind; 
Through Grief and Shame, the high Celeſtial pow'r, 
Murmur'd in Winds, and wept a falling Show'r, 
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To a Young Lady, 


WII 


Mr. Pope's Miſcellany. 


O thee, thou ſair One, whoſe exalted Mind, 


May boaſt true Wiſdom, and a Wit refin'd; 
mr I fend this Volume, of Eternal praiſe, 
Which do abound with ſuch harmonious 


Lays 


As move the Soul ten thouſand diff rent Ways 


Such melting Muſick flows in ev'ry Line 

As if it warbled from a Tongue like Thane. 
Thrice happy Genius of Britania's Iſle, 

On whom the Mu/es ſo profuſely ſmile 


Happy indeed! that You fo well cou'd write, 
Whatall Men read with Profit and Delight. 


But happier ſtill, {grant Heaw'n I. ſo ſucceed ) 

As to have wrote, what Mir a deigns to read, 
Her Judgment, and your Pow'r, at once is ſhown, 
dhe reads, and weeps for Sorrows not her Own, 


For 
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For oft I've heard her faithful Heart reveal, 
What tender Tranſports ſhe was us d to feel, 
And from her Eyes, how drop'd the balmy Tear 
When Cloiſa's Tale, has charm'd her Ear, 

In Vinabr Forreſt too, ſo fair and gay 

Thy gentle Verſe the rural Scenes diſplay, 

That while ſhe reads the vernal Proſpects riſe, 
And Windſor Forreſt waves before her Eyes. 
Hail ſkilful Maid, who can ſo well approve 
What all Mankind ſo much applaud and love, 
May the full Page, new Beauties {till impart 
Till ev'ry Word, is ſtamp'd within thy Heart, 
So, in the World this Miracle ſhall ſhine 

A Pore's great Soul join'd to a Form divine. 

H imſelf ſhall know thee, and record thy Name 
Within his TEMPLE, of immortal Fame, 
But as for me; I dare not ſing that Pow's 
Which I behold with Wonder, and adore, 

For Charms like Thine require a Trac as bright 
As Kneller painted, and as Pope can write. 

Still may his Godlike Muſe, thy Favour boaſt 
Of all thy Sex May'ſ thou admire him moſt. 
Let wand'ring Men, thy Senſe of Merit ſee, 
That they may know what Woman once can be, 
And when ſome Story of a Lover's Care 

Shall touch thy Heart, and charm thy liſt'ning Ear, 
In that ſoft Moment when Compaſſion glow's, 

And thou art melted, with his anxious woes, 
Think? of thy Pity He has greater need 

N ho feels more Pain than Him of whom you read, 
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Spring-Gardens. 


HEN April Show'rs refreſh the yourth- 

1 ful Spring, 

And Breezes waft on gentle Zephyr's wing, 
When /i/ver Streams in ſoft Meanders play, 

When nature Smiles, and all the World !. 

Gay 3 

From DRuxx's bounds ſee ſhining throngs Repair, 

Wich borrow'd Charms to breath in ſweeter Air; 

| rem ſtinking Raggs, and lofty Garret free'd, 

Lo! Oyfter Betty ſhines in ſtiff Brocade. 

See Fop's and Hagg's dreſs'd out, a glitt ring Show ! 

Each Barber's Prentice makes a powder'd Beau, 

To Thames they croud where Oars and Skullers wait 

b And proudly ſtrive to catch the noble Freight 3 

But Ah! hard fate Oars, a gen' ral call 

FP roclaims the Prize, fo Skullers take them all, 

No the glad Pinna*ce bounds with wanton pride 

Parts from the Shore, and beat's the ſoaming Tide, 

Vith Joy they're driven by a proſp'rous Gale, 

While the glad Boatfwain tells a bawdy Tale; 

t Vaux- hall Stairs they land, their Paſſage pay, 

nd to Spring- Gardens, ttread the beck'ning Way; 

: - Hau 
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* Hail pleaſing Shades ! O hail thou ſecret Grove, 
« The bleſt retreat of /iberty and love. | 

« All hail ye Bow'rs ! ye beaut'ous Si/van Scenes, 
« Ye Grott's, and Mazes of freſh blooming Greens; 
« Here dwells no care, no Matrimonial ftrife, 
The peevj/5 Huſband, nor the baw/ing Wife; 

« Here's no reſtraint to make our Pleaſures cloy, 
We part at will, and as we pleaſe enjoy. 

«« See how the Birds by Nature taught, da rove, 
How ſweet they Sing, and how like us they Love. 
With careleſs eaſe they hop from Tree to Tree, 
And are as Merry, and as Bleſt as we. 

& Thrice happy State] each Am'rous Trulla ſays, 
And baits with Poiſon all the various Ways; 

The Walks are ſill'd with Throngs of diff rent Sort, 
From Fleer-ftreet, Drury, and Incog from Court, 

To theſe fair Shades Belles and Beaus advance, 
Some ſigh, ſome ſing, ſome whiſtle and ſome dance. 
A Courteous Lady who for long had been, 

Some kind good natur'd Dame in Drury-Lane, 

Was now addreſs'd, by two young handſome Citts, 
Who love new Faſhions, and who hate the Witts, 

To her they bow'd, then with a deſp'rate ſigh, 

Says one your charming, Love or let me dye; 

To them with TuvnD'RinG march a Captain comes, 
Like Cannons roaring, flouriſhing like Drums, 

4 Surrender there” the Citts now trembling run, : 
And fly like ſmall Shot ſcatt'ring from a Gun. 
A Lawyer next, who heard the Soldier Storm, 
Inſpir'd by Cupid, and with Bacchus warm, 
Whiſper'd in Cloes ear to ſwear a Rape, 

And by this point of Law, gain'd her Eſcape, 
He tips the Fee but proves an awkward Rake, 
So ungenteel he gives, what he ſo well can take. 
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Next a Phy/ician with his rambling Eyes, 

Between two ſpreading Trees a Mop/a ſpies, 

Her pulſẽ he Feels and with a 2uack-like Air, 

« By all that's Good ſays he, you're il my Dear, 
« But come Cheer up, my Inſtrument ſhall prove, 
« Your certain Cure, for you're but ſick for Love”, 
A Saint like Vicar laſt who only come, 

Diſguis'd to preach and all the reſt Condemn ; 

Fir'd by a Trull, not one grave Sentence ſaid, 
But gave the wink and ſneak'd into a Shade; 

In fep'rate Places each expells his flame, 

Now loaths the Place to which with Foy he came, 
The reck'ning call'd appears a tedious Score, 


| The Belles, the Shades, the Birds delight no more? 
Home they retire to Mourn their threat'ning ills, 


And learn to live on Grue/, Broth, and Pills, 
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To a Young LA Dv, ſeeing her at 


CHURCH. 


N vainSemanthe, would I wing my Pray'r, 
A = With Hands uplifted and a ſuppliant Air, 
2 I vou catch my riſing Soul, atev'ry Glance, 

[bene My Fancy Wanders, and my Pulſes dance; 
And while I meet the Flaſhes of your Eyes, 
es My Virtue fickens and Devotion dies, 

You curb each pious Thought that Stirs within, 

And what was Incenſe meant, convert to Sin. 

Strange Force of Beauty, that out rivals Jove, 


Ly 


And in his Sacred Preſence warms to Love. 


Had Such, on Syrian Plains Europa been, 
Her Form fo finiſh'd fo divine her Mien ; 
With Matchleſs Charms adorn'd, with Graces bright, 
Majeſtick, Soft, and tempting to the Sight, 


The God, without diſguiſe, had own'd his Flame, 


And in the Thund, rer's Shape enjoy'd the Dame; 
While with an equal Ray the Nymph had ſhone, 
And melted in her Arms his Lightning down, 
. Une 
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Unlawful L O V E, 
paſſion of Byh]is. 


U heedleſs Maids, whoſe young and ten- 
2 der hearts 


Un ounded yet, have ſcap'd the fatal darts; 
Let the ſad tale of wretched Byb/:s move, 
nnd learn by her to ſhun forbidden Love. 
Not all the plenty, all the bright reſort | 


of gallant Youth, that grac'd the Carian Court, ; | 
Could charm the haughty Nymph's diſdainful heart, | 
or from a Brother's guilty Love divert; | 
k aunus ſhe lov'd, not as a Siſter ought, f 


But Honour, Shame, and Blood alike forgot: 
Caunus alone takes up her Thoughts and Eyes, 
For him alone ſhe wiſhes, grieves and ſighs, 


At firſt her new-born Paſſion owns no name, 
Zlim'ring Spark ſcarce kindling into flame; 
O 3 She 
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She thinks it no offence, if from his Lip 

She ſnatch'd an harmleſs bliſs ; if her fond clip 
With looſe embraces oft his Neck ſurround, 
And Love is yet in debts of Nature drown'd. 


But Love at length grows naughty by degrees, 
And now ſhe likes, and ſtrives her ſelf to pleaſe : 
Well-dreſt ſhe comes and arms her Eyes with darts, 


Her Smiles with charms and all the ſtudi'd arts, 
Which practisd Love can teach to vanquiſh hearts, 
Induſtrious now ſhe labours to be fair, 

And envies all whoever fairer are. 


Yet knows ſhe not, ſhe loves, but ſtill does grow, 
Inſenſibly that thing ſhe does not know : 
Strict honour yet her check'd deſires does bind, 
And modeſt thoughts on this fide wiſh-confin'd + 
Only within ſhe ſooths her pleaſing flames, 
And now the hated terms of Blood diſclaims : 
Brother ſounds harſh ; ſhe the unpleaſing word 
Strives to forget and oftner calls him Lord: 
And when the name of S:/ter grates her ear, 

Cou'd with't unſaid, and rather Byb/is hear. 


Nor dare ſhe yet with waking Thoughts admit 


F A wanton hope : but when —— night 
1 | With Sleep's ſoft gentle ſpell her Serifes charms, 


Now likes and now abhors her guilty flame, 
By turns abandon'd to her Love and Shame : 


"I Kind Fancy often brings him to her Arms : be 
* In them ſhe oft does the lov'd Shadow ſeem 
F To graſp, and joys, yet bluſhes too in Dream, 
| She wakes, and long in wonder ſilent lies, E 
' And thinks on her late pleaſing Extaſies : | : 
f 
| 


Nor can I hope, but thus, to have him mine. 
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At length her ſtruggling thoughts an utterance find, 
And vent the wild diſorders of her mind. 


% Ah me! (ſhe cries) kind Heav'n avert! what means 
« This boading form, that nightly rides my dreams ? 
Grant 'em untrue ! why ſhould lewd hope divine? 

« Ah ! why was this too charming Viſion ſeen ? 

« *Tis true, by the moſt envious wretch that ſees, 

« He's own'd all fair and lovely, own'd a prize 
« Worthy the conqueſt of the brighteſt eyes: 

« A prize that wou'd my high ambition fill, 

« All could wiſh ;-- --- but he's my Brother ſtill / 

« That cruel work: for ever muſt disjoyn, 


Let me in ſleep atleaſt enjoy the bliſs, 

And ſure nice Virtue can” forbid me this: 

Kind ſleep does no malicious ſpies admit, 

Vet yields a lively 'ſemblance of delight: 

{© Gods! whata ſcene of Joy was that ! how faſt 

F< I claſp'd the Viſion to my panting breaſt ! 
With what fierce bounds 1 ſprung to meet oy bliſs, 


2 
4 
1 
; 


f 
1 


Hall diffalv'd in reeking pleaſures lay 


Since then I waking never muſt poſſeſs, g 


While my wrapt ſoul flew out in ev'ry kiſs ! 
Tul breathleſs, faint and ſoftly funk away, 


How ſweet is the remembrance yet thought night! 
:* Too haſty fled, drove on by envious light. 


1 «„ — — —— 


% How well could Caunus me a Huſband make 
How wel! to Wife might he his Byb/is take 

© Wou'd God! in all things we had Partners bin 
& © Beſides our Parents and our fatal Kin: 


« O that we might the Laws of Nature break! ö 


« Wou'd 
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« Wou'd thou were nobler, I more meanly born, 


„„ Then guiltleſs I diſpair'd and ſuffer'd ſcorn : 


« Happy that Maid unknown, whoe'er ſhall prove 

« So bleſt, ſo envi'd, to deſerve thy love. 

«© Unhappy me!] whom the ſame womb did joyn, 
« Which now forbids me ever to be thine : 

« Curſt fate] that we alone in that agree, 

«© By which we ever muſt divided be. 

« And muſt we be ? what meant my Viſions then ? 
« Axe they and all their dear preſages vain ? 

« Have dreams no credit but with eaſy love? 

« Or doithey hit ſometimes and faithful prove? 
« The Gods forbid ! yet thoſe whom J invoke, 

«. Have lov'd. like me, have their own Sitters took: 
« Great Saturn and his greater Off- ſpring Fow:, 
Bath ſtock'd their Heaven with inceſt'ous love: 
« Gods have their priviledge; why do ] ſtrive 

« 'To ſtrain my hopes to their Prerogative? 


« No, let me baniſh this forbidden fire, 
« Or quenchat with my blood, and with't expire: 
% Unſtain'd in honour, and unhurt in fame, 
« Let the ſame Grave, bury my Love and Shame: 
« But when at my laſt hour I gaſp'ng lie, 
« Let only my kind Murtherer be by : 
Let him, while I breath out my ſoul in ſighs, 
« Of gaze't away, look on with pittying eyes: 
„ Let him (for ſure he can't deny me this) 
« Seal my cold Lips with one dear parting Kiſs, 


4 Beſides, *twere vain ſhould I alone agree 
„To what another's will muſt ratify : 


60 Cou'd 
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© Cou'd I be ſo abandon'd to conſent, 
„What I have paſs'd for good an d innocent, f 
« He may perhaps as worſt of Crimes reſent, 

Vet we amongſt our race examples find 

« Of Brothers, who have been to Sifters kind : 

« Fam'd Canace cou'd thus ſucceſsful prove, 

« Cou'd crown her wiſhes in a Brother's love, 

gut whence cou'd I theſe inſtances produce? 

How came I witty to my ruin thus? 

« Whither will this mad frenzy hurry on? ; 
Hence, hence, you naughty flames, far hencce be po 
Nor let me e'er the ſhameful Paſſion own. 


| © And yet ſhou'd he addreſs F ſhou'd forgive, 

4% I fear, I fear, I ſhou'd his ſuit recieve : | 

* Shall therefore I, who cou'd not love diſown 

I* Offer'd by him, not mine to him make known? 
And canſt thou ſpeak? can thy bold tongue declare? 
Yes, Love ſhall force : - - - and now methinks I dare. 
gut leſt fond modeſty at length refuſe, 

I will fome ſure and better method chuſe: 

F A Letter ſhall my ſecret flames diſcloſe, 

And hide my Bluſhes, but reveal their cauſe. 


Mich this ſhe rais'd her ſelf upon her bed, 

An! propping with her hand her leaning head: 
Happen what will (ſays ſhe) I'll make him know 
hat pains, what raging pains I undergo: 

F \h me! I rave ! what tempeſts ſhake my breaſt ! 
and where? O where will this diſtraction reſt ? 
embling, her Thoughts Indite, and oft her Eye 
v0l;s back for fear of conſcious ſpies too nigh : 


This takes, and 'tis reſolv'd as ſoon as ſaid, { 


And 
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One hand her paper, t'other holds her pen, 

And tears ſupply what Ink her Lines muſt drain, 
Now ſhe begins, now ſtops, and ſtopping frames 
New doubts, now writes, and now her writing damns, 
She writes, defaces, alters, likes and blames : 

Oft throws in haſt her Pen and Paper by, 

Then takes em up again as haſtily : 

Unſteady her reſolves, fickle and vain, 

No ſooner made, but ſtrait unmade again : 
What her defires would have ſhe does not know, 
Diſpleasd with all whatſoe'er ſhe goes to do: 

At once contending, ſhame and hope and fear 
Wrack her toſt mind, and in her looks appear. 
Sz/ter was wrote; but ſoon miſ-giving doubt 
Recals it, and the guilty word blots out: 

Again ſhe pauſes, and again begins, 

At length her Pen drops out theſe haſty Lines. 


Kind health, which you and only you can grant, 
“ Which, if deny'd, ſhe muſt for ever want; 
« To you your Lover ſends : ah! bluſhing ſhame 
In filence bids the Paper hide her name: 
« Wou'd God! the fatal meſſage might be done | 
«© Without annexing it, nor Byb/:s knows, ; 
« E' re bleſt ſucceſs her hopes and wiſhes crown. 


. And had I now my ſmother'd grief conceal'd, 
«© Tt might by tokens paſt have been reveal'd, 
A thouſand p roofs were ready to impart 
The inward anguiſh of my wounded heart: 
« Olt, at your ſight a ſudden bluſh did raiſe, 
& My blood came up to meet you at my face : 
Oft (if you call to mind) my longing Eyes 


* Betray'd in looks my ſoul's too thin diſguiſe: 1 
« Thunk 
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« Think how their Tears, think how my heaving Breaſt 


« Oft in deep ſighs ſome cauſe unknown confeſt : 


% Think how theſe Arms did oft with fierce embrace, 


“ Eager as my defires, about you preſs : 


« Theſe Lips too (when they cou'd ſo happy prove, 
« Had you but mark'd) with cloſe warm kiſſes ſtrove 


« To whiſper ſomething more than Siſter's love. 


% And yet, though rankling grief my mind diſtreſt, 
« Though raging flames within burnt up my breaſt, 


« Long time I did the mighty pain endure, 
Long ftrove to bring the fierce diſcaſe to cure: 

„ Witneſs what cruel Pow'rs, who did inſpire 
This ſtrange, this fatal, this reſiſtleſs fire, 

«© Witneſs the pains (for you alone can know) 

* This helpleſs wretch to quench't did undergo : 

% A thouſand Racks, and Martyrdoms, and more 
« Than a weak Virgin can be thouglit, I bore: 


* O'ermatch'd in pow'r at laſt I'm forc'd to yield, 


« And to the conqu'ring God reſign the field : 
To you, dear cauſe of all, I make addreſs, 
From you with humble ptay'rs I beg redreſs : 
« Your rule alone's my arbitrary fate, 

And life and death on your diſpoſal wait: 

* Ordain, as you think fit ; deny, or grant, 
Vet know no ſtranger is your ſuppliant. 

But ſhe, who, though to you by Blood alli'd 
In neareſt bonds, in nearer wou'd be ti'd. 


Let doating age debate of Law and Right, 
* and gravely ſtate the bounds of juſt and fit ; 
* Whoſe wiſdom's but their envy, to deſtroy 


And bar thoſe pleaſures which they can't enjoy: 


Our 
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« Our blooming, years, more ſprightly and more gay, 

« By Nature were defign'd for love and play: 

«© Youth knows no check, but leaps weak V irtue's fence, 
« 'And briſkly hunts the noble chaſe of ſenſe : 

„ Without dull thinking we enjoyment trace, 

« And call that lawful, whatſoe'er does pleaſe. 

« Nor will our guilt want inſtances alone, 

% Tis what the glorious Gods above have done: 
Let's follow where thoſe great examples went, 

« Nor think that Sin, where Heav'n's a precedent. 


Let neither awe of Father's frowns, nor ſhame 
« For ought that can be told by babbling fame, 
« Nor any gaſtlier fantom, fear can frame, | 
« Frighten or ſlop us in our way to bliſs, 
« But boldly let us ruſh on happineſs : 
«© Where glorious hazzards ſhall enhance delight, 
And that, that makes it dang'rous make it great. 


Relation too, which does cur fault increaſe, 
ce will ſerve that fault the better to diſguiſe ; 
That lets us now in private oſten meet 
c Bleſs'd opportunities for ſtoln delight: 

In publick often we embrace and kiſs, 

« And fear no jealous, no ſuſpecting eyes. 

« How little more remains for me to crave. / 

« How little more for you to give! O fave 

4 A wretched Maid undone by love and you, 

« Who does in tears and dying accents ſue ; 

«© Who bleeds that Paſſion ſhe had ne'er reveal'd, 
«« If not by love, almighty love compel'd : 
Nor ever let her mournful Tomb complain: 

« Here Byblis lies, kill'd by your cold diſdain. 


« BA 


Here rcd to end, for want of room, not will 
o add, her lines the crowded Margin fill, 
Nor ſpace allow for more: ſhe trembling, folds 


he paper, which her ſhameful meſſage holds 
and iealing, as ſhe wept with boading fear, 


She wet her Signet with a falling Tear. 

his done, a truſty Meſſenger ſhe call'd, 

nd in kind words the whiſper'd Errand told: 

Go, carry this with faithful care, ſhe faid, ' 
To my dear, - - there ſhe paus'd a while, and ſtaid, g 
nd by and by - Brother - -- was heard to add: 

\; ſhe deliver'd it with her commands, 

The Letter fell from out her trembling hands, 

Diſmay'd with the ill Omer, ſhe anew 

Doubted ſucceſs, and held, yet bad him go.) 


J 


He goes, and after quick admiſſion got 


To Caunus hands the fatal ſecret brought: 
$oon as the doubtful Youth a glance had caſt 2 


Dn the firſt lines, and gueſt by them the reſt, 

trait horror and amazement fill'd his breaſt : 
Inpatient with his rage he could not ſtay 

Lo ſee the end, but threw't half read away. 

Wcarce could his hands the trembling wretch forbear, 
Nor did his tongue theſe angry threatnings ſpare: 
Fly hence, nor longer my chaf'd fury truſt, 
Thou curſed Pander of deteſted luſt; | 

Fly quickly hence, and to thy ſwiftneſs owe 

Thy life, a forfeit to my vengeance due: 

Vhich, had not danger of my Honour eroſt, 

| Thow'dft paid by this, and been ſent back a ghoſh, 


4, - a 
8 > Par Cabos. per 


P 
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He the rough orders ſtrait obeys, and bears 
The killing news to wreiched Byhlis ear; 


T Like ftriking thunder the fierce tding; ſun... 4 
| And to her heart quicker than light'ning run : 10 
The frighted blood forſalces her ghaſtly face, 4 

A And a ſhort death does ev'ry member ſeize : 4 


But ſoon as ſenſe returns, her frenzy too 
Returns, and in theſe words brealks forth anew. 


And juſtly ſery'd;---- for why did fooliſh I 

«« Conſent to make this raſh diſcovery ? 

« Why did I thus in hafty lines reveal 

That dang'rous ſecret, Honour wou'd conceal? 
I ſhou'd have firſt with art difguis'd the hook, 
And ſeen how well the gawdy bait had took, 
«© And found him hung at leſt, before I ſtrook: 
« From ſhore I ſhou'd have firſt deſcry'd the wind, 
Whether *rwould prove to my adventure kind, 
«« Ker I tountry'd Seas my ſelf reſign'd: 

« Now daſh'd on Rocks unable to retire, 
«< Imuſt !th* wreck of all my hopes expire, 


« And was not by tokens plain enough | 
« Forewarn'd to puit my unauſpicious Love? 


<< Nid not the Fates my ill ſucceſs foretel, * 38 

* When from my hands th' unhappy Letter fell ? « H, 

„ So ſhould my hopes have done, and my deſign, “ N. 
, That, or the day ſhould then have alter d bin ; H. 
« But rather the unlucky day; when Heaven, *Ar 
c Such om'nous Proofs of its diſlike had giv'n; N. 
ce And ſoit had, had not mad Paſſion ſway d, Sh: 
4 And Reaſon been by blinder Love miſlaid. * M; 

| « WI 

« But * Ali 
An 
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« Beſides (alas !) I ſhou'd my ſelf have gone, 
+ Nor made my Pen a proxy to my Tongue; 
« Much more I cou'd have ſpoke, much more have told, 
« Than a ſhort Letter's nartow room would hold : 
He might have ſeen my Looks, my wiſhing Eyes, 
„My melting Tears, and heard my begging Sighs 3 
© About his Neck I could have flung my Arms, | 
« And been all over Love, all over Charms; | 
« Graſp'd and hong on his Kntes, and there have dy'd, 
* There breath'd my gaſpitig Soal out if dem d: 
« This and ten thoufand things T might have done 
To make my Paffion with Advantage known: 
Which if they each could not have bent his mind, 
* Yet ſurely all had forc'd him to be kind. 


“Perhaps he whom I ſent was too in fault, 
Nor rightly tim'd his Meſſage, as he ought ; 
« I tear he went in ſome ill- choſen hour, 
Wen cloudy wether made his temper loure. 
* Not thoſe calia ſeaſons of the mind, which prove 
The fitteſt to receive the ſeeds of love. 


.* Theſe things have ruin'd me; for doubtleſs he 
Is made of hamane ffeſn and blood like me; 
He ſuck'd no T ygreſs ſure, nor Mountain Bear, 
Nor does his breaft relentleſs Marble wear. 

He muſt, he ſhall conſent, again I'li try, 
* And try again, if he again deny : _ 
No ſcorn, no harſh repulſe, or rough d deſeat 
Shall ever my deſires, or hopes rebate. 
My earneſt ſuits ſhall never give hi:n reſt, 
While Life, and Love more durable, ſhall laſt : 
Alive Til preſs, till breath in pray'rs be loſt, 
And after come a kind beſeeching ghoſt. 
TY « For 


* 
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For, if I might, what I have done, recall, 
« The firſt point were, not to have done't at all; 
*- But fince tis done, the ſecond to be gain'd 

* Is now to have, what I have fought, attain'd: 
“For he, though I ſhould now my wiſhes quit, 
Can never my unchaſte attempts forget: 
Should I deſiſt, twill be believ'd that I 

* By ſlightly aſking, taught him to deny; 

« Or that I tempted him with wily fraud, 

* And ſnares for his unwary Honour laid: 

« Or, what I ſent (and the belief were juſt) 
Were not th' efforts of Love, but ſhameful Luſt. 


« In fine, I now dare any thing that's ill; 
« T've writ, I have ſolicited, my will 
Has been debauch'd ;. and ſhou'd I thus give out, 
« I cannot ehaſt and innocent be thought: 
« Much there is wanting till to be fulfil'd, 


Much to my wiſh, but little to my guilt. 


She ſpoke; but ſuch is her unſettled mind, 
It ſhifts from thought to thought, like veering wind, 
Now to this point and now to that inclin'd : 
What ſhe could wiſh had unattempted been, 
She ſtrait is eager to attempt agen: | 
What ſhe repents, ſhe acts; and now lets looſe 
The reins to Love, nor any bounds allows : 
Repulſe upon repulſe unmov'd ſhe bears, 
And {till ſues on, while ſhe her ſuit deſpairs. 


Spiritual 


| 
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The CAsE of Miß Cadiere and Father { 1 
Girard 1s RY Dilly. 1 
hy 2 fl 
In Three Canto 8. | 
CANTO I. 
IS race hold Evacuation \ 


Fevers enſue with — Pain, 
And if no Aid be brought, d'ye ſee, 8 
Death gains an eaſy Victory. 
This 6-4 GIRARD, Jeſuittrue 
As ever piſs'd, or trod in Shoe, | 

Revolving often in his Mind, ; 1 
And not as yet to dye inclin'd, 

Relolv'd to bilk the ghaſtly Tyrant, 

(For he had fix'd his whole Deſire on't,) 
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And leſt he might be overtaken, 
Would uſe the Means to ſave his Bacon. 


As Helen's bright reſplendant Charms 
Thro' th” Eaſtern World rung loud Alarms, 
So Miſs Cadiere's angelick Beauty, 
Her Piety and filiat Duty, © 
(Virtues ſcarce ſeen among the Fair, © 
Except an odd one here and there,) 

Set half the Gallict Youth on fire, 
Some lov'd, ſome burn'd Wi th hot Deſire. 


Amongſt the laſt, in hopes to win, ben 
Was that fly, hypocritick Sinner, 
That compound of a goatiſh Lecher, 
And a moſt edifying Preacher; 
Girard yelp'd, like him could no Man, 
Seduce a young, unwary Woman, 
WelFvers'd was he in Love's Affair, 
And made a Stalking-Horſe of Pray'r; 
Yet ſo well mimick'd the Divine, 
Who could ſuſpe& his black Deſign? 
This pious Cheat, robuſt and jolly, 
Scarce fix'd his wanton Eyes on Polly ;- 


But his Mouth water'd for a Kiſs, 
As earneſt of a future Bliſs. 


And now, in order to poſſeſs her, 

He's ſoon appointed her Confeſſor; 
His Sanctity he lays aſide, | 
For o'er the Spirit Luſt does ride; 
And Men, we know, of his Profeſſion, . 
Make Women often want Confeſſion: 
But that's no Matter, Abſolytion 

Will parge the Soul from all Pollution, 
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Then they renew the ſelf-ame Trick, 
And run again with Heav'n on Tick 

'Tillthe good Father, for the Pence, 

Pardons the Sin, remits th” Offence. 


It Pardons can be bought and ſold, 
Who would be virtuous that has Gold * 


Twelve Months had pa{s'd e' er he began 
Th' unwary Virgin to trepan ; 
Butthink not he was continent, 

Or during the whole Year kept Lent. 
Of Wantons he had half a dozen, 
Whem he religiouſly did couzen; 

To him Adult'ry, Fornication; 

Were nothing more than Recreation. 
But half a dozen were too few, 

And now he wanted ſomething new, 
A Virgin Pullet, plump and white, 
To pleaſe his carnal Appetite. 


Pally, who had been ſick ſome Days, 
Recov'ring Strengh, and now at caſe, 
And being piouſly-intent, 

To take the holy Sacrament, 

To Girard goes in hopes Conſeſſion 

Would wipe away each ſmall Tranſgreſſion. 
She found him fitting in a Chair, 

Then drawing nigh with modeſt Fear, 

He ſoon perceiv'd the lovely Maid, 

Whom thus he gently did upbraid : 

My Child, it grieves me much to find. 

* You have of late been ſo unkind: 


© Say, What could make you not to ſend, 
For your good Father, and your Friend? 
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Tell me, my charming, pretty Miſs, 
What have I done to merit this? 
Then did he iqueeze her Lilly Hand, 
Which put them both unto a ſtand. 


Perceiving ſhe made no Reply, 

By artful Ways, and Wiles moſt ſly, 

He hop'd to gain the baſo/ul Fair, 

And drew her nearer to the Chair. 

© For you, aid he, Heav'n has in ftore 

Ten thouſand Bleflings; but much more 

© 'Than what already you have done, 

« (And yet I own you've well begun,) 

Is ſtill requir'd, to Heav'n then yield, 
For Heav'n's your Comfort and your Shield. 

Will you not yeild yourſelfto me? 

© Yes, yes, you will, my Devotee. 
Then ſticking cloſe unto the Text, 

He fairly tipt the V. elvet next; 

And ſtraight the warm ſalival juice, 

Did wonderful Effects produce. 


Her Pulſe beats high, her Blood's inflan', 
Symptoms ſa plain her Love proclaim'd: 


But not content with Indication, 
She comes to downr! ght Declaration. 


© What have you done, ld /he, I find 
A ſtrange Diſorder in my Mind, 
My flutt'ring Heart no longer mine, 
To you I freely do reſign; 
As you are Maſter of the Field, 
To you my Perſon I muſt yield, 
Theſe Words, as Hybla's Honey, ſweet, 
Did with a kind Reception meet, 
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Caus'd an Emotion in the Lecher, | 
No longer now her pious Teacher ; 
Then led her to a Place they call 
The Feſuit's Confe/fonal. 
Here he his Talent did diſplay, 
And let no Minute paſs away, 
In which he failed to improve 
The poor miſguided Zealot's Love. 
er Folly, leſt ſhe might repent, 
And become truly penitent, 
There was no Sin, he did aſſure her, | 
In that to which he did alluze her. 


Content with this, her Mind's at reſt; 
She locks the Secret in her Breaſt, 


| My Child, /aid he, obſerve: me well, 

And mark what now I do foretel; 

| Viſions thou ſurely ſhalt ſee many, 

| But yet be not diſmay'd at any, 

And give me daily an Account 

If you thoſe Viſions can ſurmount, 

And what Effect they do produce, 
That I may ſolve what ſeem abſtruſe. 


# Ph, with Joy replete, withdraws 
And reads the Father's great Applauſe, 
Dubs him a Prophet and a Saint, 
Pitch brighteſt Eloquence does paint 
To all ſhe knows) his Virtuous Fame, 
His pious Acts, and holy Name. 


Fut now, to caſt her into T rances, 
And fill her Mind with various Fancies, 
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By Magick Art he calls from Hell, 

The chiefeſt Fiend that there doth dwell ; 
Who wings it thro' the yielding Air, 

And ſtraight before him does appear, 


Satan, ſaid he, Infernal King, 
Griſt to your Mill I often bring, 
And ſince much more I do intend 
For thee my faithful, ſooty Friend, 
As quick as Light'ning now repair 


To my beloved, young Cadtere ; 


Delude her Senſes, and lier Mind 
Poſleſs with Thoughts of various Kind, 


Quoth Satan, pleas'd with this Advice, 
I'll take Poſſeſſion in a trice. 


_ 


= 


CANTON 


TOW Girard's faithful, truſty Squire, 

L Y Prepares taccompliſh his Deſire ; 
Unſeen before Cadiere he dances, 

And caſts her into Fits and Trances : 

Then like ſome con ring Politician, 

Makes her believe ſhe's ſeen a Viſion, | 

Many indeed ſhe does relate 

That happen'd in her wretched State; 

But one amongſt the reſt does ſhew, 

Satan can Feſuits outdo. 


-A Scene he draws before her Eyes, SES 
Full af Amazement and Surprize ; | 
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Then with a Preſto, Paſt, Be gone, 

A bright angelick Form puts on. 

This done, the Heavens are open laid, 
And all their Glories there diſplay'd ; 
With ſeven great Seals before her lies 

A Book of large and monſtrous Size, 
This Book, as well the Damſel wiſt, 
Was brought by John th' Ewangeliſt. 
Plain as a Pike-ſtaff there he wrote, 

{As ſhe at that ſame time did note,) 
With Gooſe-quill Pen, and ſhining Ink, 
In Letters large, as ſhe does think, 
Jobn-Baptiſi, Mary-Chatherine 3 

Then to the holy, ſacred Shrine 

The Book was carried, whence a Voice 
Dideaſe her Mind, her Heart rejoyce, 
Saying, Whatever's written here 

Shall be unchangeable I ſwear, 


When Girard next a Viſit paid, 
Which truly was too often made, 
Polly, with Face more red than pale, 
Gave him a circamitantial Tale 
Of what had paſs'd, and ſaid moreover 
She own'd herſelf to be his Lover; 
For the bare mention of his Name 
Wou'd her poor trembling Heart inflame, 
If this his Name alone cou'd do, 
More from his Perſon mult enſue. 


Tell me, /ai4/oe, my dear Director, 
uide of my Conſcience, and Protector, 
Vhence comes this Thing to me ſo new, 
This Paſſion, which I have for you? 
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Say, can the I. ove of Heaven do this? 
Does Heaven produce for me ſuch Bliſs? 
To this the ſubtile Fox reply'd, 

As now you are, ſo ſtill abide, 

Nor in the leaſt uneaſy be 

At what is gracious Heaven's Decree. 
Heaven has ordain'd yon to be mine, 

And the ſame Heaven has made me thine, 
Soul of my Soul, thy Image here 

In my fond Boſom do I bear, 

Then cheriſh daily and improve 

Your Paſſion for me and your Love ; 

For theſe are Heaven's Commands, he /aid, 
And Heaven, you know, muſt be obey'd, 


Now grown uncapable of Pray'r, 
It fills her Mind with Doubts and Fear 
And therefore to obtain Relief, 
And eaſe her from oppreſſive Grief, 
She goesagain, her Caſe ſhe moans 
With heavy Sighs and bitter Groans, 


Quoth he, what Whims diſturb thy Head? 


What Magpots now are therein bred ? 

I needs muſt own that Pray'r is good 
For ſuch as are meer Fleſh and Blood, 
Becauſe it leads em unto Heaven, 

It planes the Way and makes it even; 


But ſurely they, who once come there, 


No longer ſtand in need of Prayer, 
And you and T, do by the Spirit 
That glorious Manſion now inherit. 


Then be not led, fince this the Caſe is, 


Aſtray by idle Wild-Goo/e Chaces. 
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But lien, Child, to what I ſay, 
Twill turn your Mind another way. 
On ſuch a Day, my lovely Fair, 
Thou ſhalt be carried thro' the Air; 
{ caution you be not afraid, 

Or, at the ſudden Change, diſmay'd 
Preſent I'II be, and there attend 
To ſee you gloxjouſly aſcend. 


But &er the Day prefix'd could come, 
Pally muſt undergo her doom; 
Satan, to pleaſe the Father Rector, 
Began to ſtrut, to bounce and hector. 
Again he does appear before her, 
As if with Viſions he would ſtore her; 
Shewes her a Soul in Mortal Sin, 
With ghaſtly Phiz, and horrid Grin; 
Tells ner, it ne'er can be at reſt, 
Except ſhe yields to be poſſels'd; 
Then at the End of one ſhort Year, 
He'll take his leave, and diſappear. 


Polly at this was much perplex'd, 
And when ſhe went to Girard next, 
She told him all that ſhe had ſeen, 
What heaps of 'Troubles ſhe was in, 
| Come, come, /aid he, you little Elf, 
Heav'n ſays you muſt refign yourſelf; 
| What matters one Year's Mitery 
To fave a Soul, and ſet it free? 

And now, in order to compleat it, 
Tü draw zhe Form, do you repeat it 
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Know ALL Men preſent, far and near, 
T, Mary-Catherine Cadiere, 
Tho' neither Lady, Countess, Dutcheſe, 
To take a Soul from Satax's Clutches, 
Do yield myſelf to be poſleſs'd 
And lodge the Fiend within my Breaſt, 
Provided always ne'ertlieleſs, 
As Words hereafter do expres, 
Vix. When one Year ſhali roll about, 
He from the Preii qs goes out; 
And leaves the ſame in as good plight, 
As good Condition to the Sight, 
As they at that ſame time had been 
When the ſaid Satan enter'd in, 
Except all Wear and Uſe in Reaſon 
According to the Time and Seaton. 
In Witneſs now that this is Truth, | 
Ibite the black Wax with my Tooth. 


1 * 


* This alludes to the Cuſtom among our Forefathers, b:{urt 
Coat of Arms or Scals auere uſd. Thus an Eſtate in Cheſhis 
auas convey'd and paſsd away by Virtue of theſe Lines, Vit. 


While Graſs is green, and Coney rough, 
I give my Land to John of Clough; 

In Witneſs notu that this is forth, 

Z bite the Wax «with my Mang Tooth. 
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H E Morning Sun, in bright array 
Refulgent ſhines, and gilds the Day, 
Wich aching Heart, poor Mils Cadiere, 
Prepares to breath ſuperior Air. 


Girard, who knew that his Prediction 
Would prove a Tale, a meer Fiction, 
Enters the Room, and locks the Door, 
As he had often done before; 

And having ſpent an Hour careſſing 

His pretty Mig, gives her his Bleſſing. 

Then rifing ſuddenly, he cry'd, 

My Child, thou art beatify'd ; 

Now, now, /aid he, you mount the Air; 

But Polly held faſt by the Chair, 

Net willing yet to leave the World, 

And unto Heav'n knows where be hurl'd. 

At this the cunning Father Rector, 

Pretends with angry Looks to heQor ; 

Quoth he, obey the Spirit fly, 

Let him enjoy and occupy, 

For you receiv'd him as your Gueſt, 

It you refuſe, you'll ne'er be bleſs d. 

But ſhe, poor Soul! grown obſtinate, 

Wou'd not ſubmit to be his Mate; 
At Which the Father, in a Rage, 
Wich Looks moſt ſurly, left the Stage. 
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PX Soon after came a Fojner's Wife, 
Tit 'To put an End to all the Strife; 
Handfome ſhe was a Beauty's Queen, 
With Vir majeſtick, portly Mein. 
G:rard had view'd her round ahout 
As well her Inſide as the Oat: : 
So ſtrict is his Examination, 1 
No Part eſcap'd his Penetration. ; 
This buxom Wife, to him devoted | F 
1 
: 


For Reaſons that muſt not be quoted, 
Since they are better to be gueſs d, 
Than in plain Eng/þ Terms exprels'd. ] 
Began to catechize poor Polly, 
And reprehend her for her Folly. 
Then one Thing the inſiſted hard on, 11 
To aſk the ghoſtly Father's Pardon. 
'The Plot grows ripe - - - this Penitent 1 
Sighe, weeps, and to Confeſſion went; . 
Then Girard, looking very gruff, : | 
Spoke to her thus in Language rough. 


Mortal, againſt the Light within 
Thou haſt committed heinous Sin; 
But I'll admit you to Confeſſion, 
And to attone for your Tranſgreſſion, 
Enjoyn a Penance adequate 
1 To your Offen ce, ſg monſtrous great. 


He came next. Morning, lock'd the Door, 
A thing not new, you heard before; 


Mrs. La Guiol. 
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Then cauſing her to kneel before him, 


As if he meant ſhe ſhould adore him, 


And holding in his Hand a Laſh, 
He thus pour'd forth his impious Traſh, 


That you ſhou'd now be naked ftripp'd, 
And every Part about you whipp'd, 
Is what Heav'n's Juſtice does require 
To ſatiefy its blazing Ire. 
The World ſhou'd witneſs all your Shame, 
But gracious Heav'n conſents the /ame 
Shall by your Conf/efor alone 
Be ſeen, except theie Walls of Stone, 
Which are uncapable of Speech, 
And can't tell Stories of your Breech. 
But Heav'n demands that firſt you ſwear 
By holy Peter's holy Chair, 
This Myſtery, fo very deep; 
As a great Secret you will keep; 
For it would ruin me, if known, 
My deareſt Girl, to any one. 


Polly, on pious Thoughts was bent, 
And far from gueſſing his Intent, 
She ſwore it ne'er ſhou'd be reveal'd, 
Since he wou'd have it lie conceal'd. 


Go then, my deareſt Child, he faid, 


And lay yourſelf upon the Bed, 


Under your Elbows Pillows place, 

And bear the Ditcipline of Grace: 

But that ſhe might not mind his Tricks, 
Regard, ſaid he, this Crucifix. 
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Now with impetuous Luſt grown bolder, 
He flings her Cloaths up to her Shoulder ; 
Three tender Laſhes then he gave, 
which ſhe did willingly receive. 

This done, he rubs. ker Back, her Bum, 
He kiſs'd, and eke her Madicum, 

Out of five Senſes twice two lie 

Rega!d with wond'rous Lechery. 

But had Miſs Polly been ſo kind 

To ſend her Thunder from behind, 
While he was playing at Bo peep, 

Or elſe perhaps at Creep Mouſe creep, 
Tho' it might make him ſtart and ſtare, 
Each Senſe would then have had a ſhare, 


When Polh got from off the Bed, 
The goatiſh Confeſſor thus ſaid; 
Creature Divine ! of bleſs'd Deſcent ! 
I fee Heav'n is not yet, content; 
Naked you muſt be ftripp'd, and ſtand 
Before me, this is Heav'n's command. 


Alarm'd at ſuch a ſtrange Injunction, 
From one of his moſt holy Function 
Her Senſe is loſt, ſhe faints away, 

And ſeems a lifeleſs Piece of Clay ; 
But to herſelf again fhe came, 

And he ſoon conquer'd all her Shame ; 
Nor could he truly ſee much more 
Than what his Eyes beheld before. 
Stark naked ftripp'd he lays her down, 
And now his eager Hopes to crown 


a; P r — ah a 


- D N F 22 
g y N 'Y _— 


TRE LADIES MISCELLANY. 175 


He mounts the Saddle, rides Tarntivee, 
Tickling thoſe Parts that are moſt privy. 
He feel'd, he look'd, good Folks, what then? 
Why then he look'd aud feel'd again: 

At laſt Miſs Polin, upon ſearching, 

Found he underſtood Clear-ftarching. 


Thus ev'ry Day, for three Months ſpace, 
This pious, holy Babe of grace, 
Renew'd his Sport, play'd with that Same, 
And yet he could not quench his Flame. 


Polly begins to loath her Meat, 
Repents her Folly, but to late; 
Her Morning Pukes, and Qualis of Conſcience 
To Girard tells, who calls it Nonſenſe ; 
And ſays (a thing not very Civil) 
They were occaſion'd by the Devil. 
However, he won'd ſoon appeaſe her, 
And bring her ſomething that ſhou'd Eaſe her. 


Her Mother, finding ſhe was ſick, - 
But not ſuſpecting Girard”s trick, 
Said, that a Doctor ſhou'd be call'd, 
Which Girard quickly over-hawl'd. 
What! Am not I the beft Phyſicion 4 
For one who is in her Condition ? 
Lay-Da#ors by their Mala Praxis 
Kills more than Halters, Swords or Axes, 


Full ævell you know indulgent Heaven 


To me ſufficient Poæv'r has given, 
Whereby with eaſe I can controul 


The ſcorching Fever of the Saul: 
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From whence this Doctrine I advance, 
That he who l:ads the Soul a Dance, 
Can at his Pleaſure ſarely ride, 
And as he hits, the Body guide. 


Then calling for a Cup of Water, 

To give, he ſaid, his deareſt Daughter. 

This Murderer, this vile Impoſtor, 
Began with mutt'ring Pater Naſter; 

A reddiſh Powder then put in 

As if Abortion were no Sin. 

Poor Polly ! this the Villain gave her, 

Call'd it a Cordial to deceive her: 

The Doſe for eight Days was not vary'd, 
And then the Penitent miſcarry'd. 


The Pot was fill'd with what is common , 
On ſuch Occaſions unto Woman; 
Which he with curious Eyes ſurvey'd ; 


Then Polly calling up her Maid, | 
Bade her to caſt it all away, | 
Which Girard hearing, made him ſay, | 
Imprudent ! Oh, imprudent Creature. \ 
Rebellious grown ta Heav'n and Nature ! 

Expoſe the Secret to your Maid 

By you abe both are now betray'd. 

Nemember what you fwore, and dread 

Th' impending Vengeance o'er your Head. 


But leaſt his amorous Affair 
Might by ſome Accident take Ar, 
* He wheedles his Fair Penitent, 
(| | And gains her Mother's free Conſent 3 - 
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Paving the Way for Polly, ſhe 
Was ſent into a Nunnery : 

To Olioules ſhe did repair, 

And joyn'd the Siſters of St. Clare. 


Having obtain d from Lady Aeg, 
(For he at coaxing a meer Dad is) 
ermiſſion that whate'er he wrote 
To M/, or ſhe to him, might not 
Be open'd, read, or ſeen by any, 
This one Epiſtle, ſav'd from many, 
Will prove the V in his Sheep's cloaching, 
And give Mankind of Prieſts a loaching. 
* 
See here, my Child, aur Mind to eaſe, 
A third Epiſile in three Days 
Toy Image, lovely Sacrifice ! 
[; always prefent to RM} Eyes. 
With others tb I Ac and /peak, 
Vrapt up in Thee, my Nerves are weak » 
Forget yourſelf, and ſuffer all things 
Except the great, but yi:1d to ſmail things, 
What, tho" the Biſhop Les a Pacher, 
Yet wwe muſt fill foe one anther 3 
And this, my Dear, is for our eaſe, 
Therefore regard not what he ſays. 
You may expe a Vifit one Day 
From Father Sabatier, on Monday 
Perhaps it may be, the Grand Vicar 
Will likewiſe come, beware of Liquor 
For that may Secrets ſoon reveal, 
Il Hich you fhnuld carefully conceal, 
Put if it ſhould their Neddles enter 
70 aſt you Queſtiqns at a Venture; 


_ , ” TS. ..- * ao we 


177 


* 


TY 


178 Tarr LA DT ES MrSCELLANY, 
Or ſhould be fond of Seeing - Poing 


You underſtand Priefts Art of Wooings 
JI they are eager for the Fat, «» 

Say, you're forbid to Speak or AR 
Obey me, as my little Daughter, 

Be careful none do watch your Water; 
O ! how I burn with raving Fire, e 
Ani my Soul's parch'd with ſtrong Deſire ! 
You IT muſt quickly fee, Cadiere 

Ses ev'ry thing, my lovely Fair. 

Nothing I ale but awhat's my oon, 
Therefore all Secrets muſt be known : 
But Lal lire au; ifT do, 

I have been often tir d by you ; 

And tis but Reaſon ave ſbou d ſhare 

In ev'ry thing we have my dear. 


Oft to the Convent Girard went, 
To ſee his lovely Penitent; 
At lait Aa n he obtain'd 
And three long Hours with her remain'd - 
Doubtleſs the Lovers were well pleas'd, 
For both were tir'd, and both were eas'd 
So long a Viſit gave Suſpicion, 
Which fill'd the 4bbeſs with Contrition 3 
And ſhe reſolv'd thenceforth that he 
Should not come near his Devotee ; 
No nearer come than to the Grate, 
Thus was ſhe wiſely obſtinate. 


By this Reſtraint he wary grows, 
And ſoon a cold indi rence ſhows, 
Polly, whoſaw herſelf abus'd, 
And in ſuch {lighted Manner us'd, 
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To ſive young“ Nuns relates her Tale 

And ev'ry Secret does reveal. 

Had they, who look'd not ſo demurely, 

Said, there could be no harm ir. ſurely; 

Advis'd her not to be ſo croſs 

For they had taed the like Sauce. C 
Laſcivions Girærd: fully bent, 

Far off to fend his Penitent ; 

Said, She had + Example there, 

And therefore fpould do good elſewhere 


This fooliſh Declaration ſoon 
Flew to the Biſhop of Toulon; 
Who did Miſs Pol fo much Honour 
At firſt to write, tuen wait upon her. 
And not to mind her late Director, 
Tho' he pretended to protect her; 
And not to go away, much leſs 
To him henceforward to confeſs, 


P:ll at this was ſtruck with Horror, 
But ſending ſoon his 4 Chaplain to her, 
Apd that ſhe might not be obſtructed, 
To la Baſtile was ſafe conducted, 


The Biſhop went to ſee Cadrere, 
O'erwhelm'd ſhe was with Doubts and Fear; 
And ona ſtrict Examination, 

Not mindful of her Reputation, 
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Ire Da Reboul, La Laugier, Le Allemande, 
Batterelle, La Gravie. 

7 In the Covent of Ft. Clare at Olioules, 

1 The Abbe Camerle. 


Anne 


She 
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She to his Lordſhip did unfold 

Each Circumſtance, already told. 

Anax d a while, the Biſhop ſtood, 

And ſeem'd a Statute made of Wood ; 
But fir'd with holy Rage at laſt, 

To think what Crimes unpunfſh'd paſs'd ; 
He ſaid, he'd drive that Wolf away, 
Who tender Lambs had made his Prey, 


But now, to haſten the Concluſion, 
The Biſhop order'd Proſecution” 
»Gainſt Girard, Proceſs does commence 
For each particular * Offence. 


But tho' each Crime was fully prov'd 
Yet ſlill it ſeems that it behov'd 
The whole Society to join, 
And fave a Brother by their Coin; 
A Brother Villain, in degree 
Of Crimes not one ſo great as he. 
Ten hundred thouſand Livers ſpent, 
Sav'd him from condign Puniſhment, 
And now this Matter to decide, 
Nor GviLTy Twelve bri'd Judges cry d, 
Guilty the riahteous Twelve reply'd. - 
— —— • Zà— 
- *.Quietiſm, Incantation, Sorcery, Spiritual Fornicatigny 
Procurement of Abortion, and Subornation of Perjury. 


4 


Tar LApTIES MISCELLANY. 181 


Miſs e 5 C ASE 


Very Handſomely 


HANDLE D. 


By a Gentleman Commoner. | 
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| | 
U 1 
HAT a Buſtle is here | 
, | About Madam Cadiere, Ws 
nud Girard her Father Confeflor ! þ 
| Wasever young Whore k 


So important before 
As this little Gipſy ? God bleſs her. 
II. 
We've a tedious long Caſe 
| Of the Time, and the Place, 
And the Manner the Jeſuit bewitch'd her; 
1 But ſhe ſurely muſt be 


Full as willing as he, 
Or the Good Man cou'd never have ſt--h'd her, 
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ä III. 
I ſhou'd take the Girl's part, 
From the depth of my Heart, 
If the Gipſy d not fo long conceal'd it; 
But the Politick Fair 
Took both Caution and Care 
To be glutted before ſhe reveal'd it. 


IV. 


For her Fits, and her Dreams, 
And her other tine Schemes, 
Prove her rather a Bite than a Bubble 
If *rwas not her Thought, 
She was very well taught, 
And her Tutor well paid for his Trouble. 


V. 


While the Gulls would believe, 
She ne'er ceas'd to deceive, 
But went merrily on with the Juggle ; 
Nor repin'd ſhe at Pain, 
Full of Hopes to obtain 
A Saintſhip, well worthy her Struggle. 


VI. 


But ſhe went on ſo faſt, 
Folks grew weary at laſt, 
And worſhipping turn'd to Suſpicion 
| Then ſoon did they ſmoke, 
Pretty Miſs's fine Joke, 
And ſee through her Craft and Ambition, 
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VII. 


Little dreamt ſhe of Spies, 

When each Corner had Eyes 

To inſpect her moſt ſecret Tranſactions; 
They watch'd her ſo tight, 

That at laſt came to light 

The whole bleſſed Scene of her Action. 


VIII. 


When all was come out, 
Then tack'd ſhe about, 
In order to ſave her own Honour; 
She look'd ſo demure, 
And laid ſuch a Lure, 
The People took pity upon her. 


IX. 
She told a ſad Tale, 
That o'er all did prevail, 


And made 'em give heed to her Fables; 


Thus ſhe lick'd herſelf whole, 
Poor innocent Soul! 


And turn'd on the Father the Tables. 


X. 


Now by Young and by on 
The Story is told, 


þ And the World is new furniſh'd with Tattle: 


For be certain of that, 
| They're as fond of Chit-Chat 
As a Baby is fond of a Rattle, 
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XI. 


The Prude and the Saint, 
That ſhew ſuch Reſtraint, 

And ſpeak not a light Word before you: 
Yet when they're retir'd, 


Are ſenſibly fir'd, 
With the Warmth of a ſweet luſcious Story, 


XII. 


The tocthleſs old Dame, 
Loves to hear of that ſame, 
It puts her in mind of paſt Pleaſure ; 
And the P--ſon moſt ſage, 
Ata letcherous Page 
Will ſhake his fat Sides beyond meaſure, 


XIII. 


Ev'n the Judges on the Bench, 
Who examines a Wench, 
Inſiſts on a ſtrict Explanation ; 
In order to fed 
His Fancy with warm Titillation. 
XIV. 


"Tis the Counſellors Game, 
With the Jury the ſame, 

They love it much better than Money: 
Tis all Sugar and Sack, 
"Tis Nuts for to Crack, 


When a Cauſe is well larded with Bunny, 
XV, Oh! 
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XV. 


Oh! how ſweet is the Taſk, 
What fine Queſtions they'll aſk, 
And enlarge upon every Trifle ! 
While they wou'd, if they durſk 
Laugh out till they burſt, 
But Decency bids em to ſtifle, 


XVI. 


They care not a Ruſh. 
Who they put to the Bluſh, 

So they furniſh themſelves but with Giggle 3 
For they'll have Things fo plain, 
And again, and again, 

Till it makes their old Buttocks to wriggle 


XVII. 


The Bookſelling Crew 
Find this Maxim too true 
That Smut ſuits the Grave and the Gaudy ; 
When nought elſe will go down, 
They can tickle the Town 
With a delicate Morſel of Baudy. 


XVIII. h 
'Tis the ſame with the Stage 


In this amorous Age, 
Which makes our Bards write ſo divinely 3 
IF the Play is not fat, 
'Tis inſipid and flat, 
And the Audience fit dull and a arme. 
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XIX. 
I will venture to ſay, 
That full many a Play 
Had been damn'd without one to defend it, 
If ſome comical Dog 


With a ſmart Epilogue 
Did not bribe the Beau-Monde to comment it 


XX, 


Tis an infinite Theme, 
An eternal Extreme. 
Its Pow'r is beyond all Reſiſting s 
"Tis a durable Joke, | | 
That will Laughter provoke, F. 
So long as this World is ſubſiſting. 8 


XXI. 


As ſure as a gun 
My Muſe has outrun 
My poor Wits im this wanton Digreſſion; 
So return we once more 
To our Rogue and our Whore, 
Tis no better, - -- ſo ſpare the Expreſſion. 


XXII. 


When the Brotherhood ſaw 
That this damnable Flaw 
Would fix a foul Stain on their Order 3 
So they thought it was beſt 
To unlock their great.Cheſt, 
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+ Rhime is here omitted for Reaſon's ſake. 


XXIII. Then 
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XXIII. f 


Then the Politic Tribe, ;y 
What with Int'reſt and Bribe, 

And the Force of full many a Dollar, 
Soon lick'd him quite whole, 
Poor innocent Soul ! 


And ſlip'd his Neck out of the Collar. 
XXIV. 


And the merciful Law 
Bids both Parties withdraw, 
And return to their own Habitation, 3 
So, -- Be as ye avere 
Ends this mighty Affair, 
And ſaves a great deal of Vexation. 


| XXV. 


Now the Father's ſet free, ' 

Upon paying his Fee, F. 
And ſent to his worthy Superiors 

Where his Flame will be cool'd, 

And he handſomely ſchool'd 
For peeping in Miſs's Poſteriors. 


XXVI. 


And the pretty young Lamb 
* Is return'd to her Mam 
To hear many a Juniper Lecture, 
* Forever confin'd 
From the Sight of Mankind : 
Oh ! how muſt ſuch Penance affe& her ! 


XXVII. Ye 
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XXVII. 


Ye Conſeſors, beware 
How ye ſport with the Fair, 
For fear like Girard you miſcarry ; - 
It muit now be confeſt, 
nat our Syſtem is beſt, 
So you'd better live honeſt, and marry. 


XXVIII. 


When a Man is deny'd 
The free Uſe of a Bride, 

It makes him as lew'd as the Devil 
So our Clergy to tame, 
We allow 'em that ſame 


In a Way that is lawful and Civil. 


XXIX. 


But if as my Life 
I lov'd Daughter or Wife, 
I'd be ſure to keep off the Confeſſor; 
For by Bible or Book, 
Or by Hook or by Crook 
He'll find out ſome Way to careſs her, 


XXX, 


That Auricular Chair 
Is an excellent Snare, 
A ſweet Inlet to carnal Tranſgreflion 3 
Por as ſure as they ſtrive, | 
So ſure may they o- , * 
Whoever truſts them with Confeſſion. | 
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